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PREFACE. 
TO THE 


READER. 

Hen I was prevail'd upon to make 

a Third Publication of theſe Poems 

with ſome Additions, it was told 

me, That without aPreface the Book would 

be unfaſbioyable ;- Univerſal Cuftom had 

made it a Debt, and in this Age the Bill of 

Fair was as neceſſary as the Entertainment. 

To be Civil therefore, and to comply with Ex- 
peflation, inſtead of an elaborate Harangue 

in Commendation of the Art in general, or 


what, and how many Qualifications go to the 
4 making 


<< 


The Preface 
making up of a Poet in particular, and with- 
cut ſuch artificial Imbelliſhments as uſe to be 


the Ornament of Prefaces, as Sayings of Phi- 


lopners, Ends of Verſes, Greek, Latin 
Hungarian, French, Welch, or Iealian, 
Be it hnown ants the Readty, That hi my poer 
Opinion Poetry ha's a very mear Refemblante 
to the modern Experiment of the Ambling- 
Saddle ; It's a good Invention for ſmoothing 
the Trott of Proſe; 7; hat's the Mechani- 


cal uſe of it. But Phyſically it gives pre- | 


ſent Eaſe to the Pains of the Mind, contratt- 
ed by violent Surfeit of either good or bad T/- 
ſage in theWorld. To be ſerious, *tis an In- 
nocent Help to Sham a Man's time when it 
lyes on his hands and his Fancy can Reliſh 20- 
tning elſe. T ſpeak but my own Experience, 
when any Accident hath either pleasd or 


vex'd me beyond my power of expreſſing ei- 
ther 


to the Reader. 


ther my Satisfaftion or Indi jonation in downe- 
r7þt Profe, I found it feaſonable for Rhim- 
ing; and I believe from what follows it may 
be difcern'd when'twas Fair Weather, when 
Changeable, and whenthe Quickfilver fel? 
down to Storm and Tempeſt. As to the 
Meaſures obſerv'd by me, I always took a pecu- 
liar delightin the Pindariqu' ftrain, and that 
for two Reaſons, Firſt, it gave me a liberty 
now and then to corre the ſaucy forwardneſs 


- of aRhime, and to Jay it aſide till Thad a 


mind to admit It ; Andſecondly, if my Senſe 
fell at any time too ſhort for my Stanza, (and 
it will often happen fo in Verſifying) Thad 
then opportunity to fill it up with a Metaphor 
little to the purpoſe, and (pon occaſion) to 
ran that Metaphor flark mad into an Alle- 
gory, a praflice very frequent and of admi- 


rable uſe amongſt the Moderns, eſpecially 
the 


- | The Preface- 
the Noblcfs of the Faculty. But in good earn- 
eft, as to the SubjeQs, which came jn my way 
ro write upon, I muſt declare that I have cho- 
ſen only ſuch as might be treated within the 


Rules of Decency, and without offence either || 
zo Religion or good Manners. The Cau-. 


tion T recetu d (by Tradition) from the Incom- 
parable Mr. Cowley, and him I muſt ever 
acknowledge but to imitate, if any of the en: 
ſuing Copies may deſerve the name of Good 
or Indifferent. Ihave not vanity enough to 
preſcribe how a Muſe oupht to be Courted, and 
I pant leizure to borrow from ſome Treatiſes 1 
have ſeen, which look, like ſo many Acade- 
mies of Compliments for that purpoſe. I 
have known a man, who when he was about to 
write would ſcrew his face znto more diſguiſes 
than Scaramuchio, or a Quaker at a Meet- 
ing when his 7 urn came to mount ; his breaft 


*heav 'd, 


to the Reader. 
heaud. his hair flood on end, his eyes. fla#d, 
and the whole man was diſorder d; and truly 
mhen he had done, any body at firſt reading 
would conchide that at the: time he "made 


| them he was poſſeſst with an evil Spirit. 


Another that ſeen'd like Noſtradamus 
(when the Whim took him in the head to Pro- 
phecy), he fate upon his. Diyining Tripos, 
his etbow on bis knee, his Lamp by his fide, 
all the avenues of light flopp d full of expela- 


_ tionwhen the little faint flame ſhould fteal 


in through a creviſs of the Shutters; This 
Gentleman indeed writ extreme Mclancho- 


Z ly Madrigals. T have had the happineſs to 
hear of a Third too , whoſe whole life was 


Poctical, he was a Walking Poem, and his 
way was this ; finding that the fall of the 
Leaf was already upon him, and prudently 


foreſeeing that in the Winter of his old Age he 
might 


Fhe: Preface : 
right poffubly want Fodter, bs carried always 
obout\ him: ane of Raumund' Lully's Repo- 
ficortes , 4 piece of Mathenhatical Paper, 
and. in what Company faever ' he came, the 
Sponn w4s 4l/pays.ready far the Civet-Cat 
pothing jeap't him that fell from a Wie : Pa 
nicht bis caftom was to digeſt all that he bad 
pirated that Day; under proper Heads ; Fhis 
was his Arſenal, bis inexbauſtible Maga- 
zine, ſa that upore occafion he had: no more 


| t0'do, than to give a ſnap, or two to his Nails; || 
a rub or two upon the futures of bis Head, to | 


turn aver his Hint-Rook, and the Matter 
was at hand, his baſineſs (aftes that piece 


of Legerdemain) was only Tacking, and 
Tagging : F never ſaw but One of this Awu- 


thor's Compoſitions , - and really It troubled 
me, becauſe It put me in mind, how much 
time I had miſpent in Coffee-Houſes, for there 


was 


mag wa 


tothe R calltt. 

vas wg dr, but what Tetadd find a\Fa 
wbetyfor Theheyg, Nay (with aVitele recelletit 
ofty ) 41147: gre OS nf ef he "Binds 
Same Whths: NN ther Brock, Othins War 
Hefor therr Aduſts:-Somevhat' Diet their | 
forahv'Comje;Lihers. thas wnileavoar 2oyſiqp 
#p biz broke mind with Medicine! Ale aud 
', | Biſquet : But theſe for the maſt uurt \art mex 
fl of Induſtry ; Rhiming is their proper Buſi- 
j neſs,they are fain to Jabour hard, and uſe much 
Trading. I profeſs I never had deſign to be 
incorporated into the Society ; my utmoft End 
a meerly for Diverſion of my ſelf, and a few 
od KrBnds whom I very well Jove : and if the 
cb queſtion ſhould be ask'd why theſe Produftions 
ere expos'd, may truly ſay, T could not help 


u ; 


The Prefice/: = 

it ;One unlucky Copy, like'a Bellweather, flole 

from me into the Common, and the reft of 
the Flock took, their opportunity” to leave the 
Encloſure. If Imight' be proud of any thing, 
it fbould be the firft Copy of -the-Book, - but 
therein I had"the:' greateſt: advantage given 
me" that any Noble Subjeft couldafford. And 
fo much for-Preface. and\Poctry;,. till fomi 
very powerful Star. __ oner-rade. my\pren 
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thel EXCELLENT - POEMS» py 
ng, OF MY. | 


Y 


but 
vek Mc oft Worthy . Prion 
_ Mr. Tuouas Fuardss, 
re > "oo happy Iſſue of a happy Wit,” 
T9) As ever yet in charming numbers writ,” 
.1 | Welcome into the Light, and: may we be 
| Worthy ſo happy a Poſterity, © | 


vl We long] have wiſh't for ſomething excellent; 

But ne*re till now knew. rightly what it meant : : 

For though we have been gratifi'd 'tis true,” 

From ſeveral hands with things both five ands new, | 
... | The Wits r muſt pardon me, if I profeſs, . 
\.N Thar *cill this time the over-teeming preſs .. ; 
{| Nee ſer out Poeſy in ſoirnea dreſs: 

Nor is it al, to have a ſhare of Wir, 

There muſt be judgment too to manage it; 


A 3 


For Fancy's like a totigh, biit ready Horſe, (force; 
Whoſe. mouth is pyern'd more by Skill thatt 
Wherein (2 Friend) you doa  Maiſtry ons 

Tf nat particelarto you dlone ; | 

Yet ſuch at leaſt as to all eyes dedares 

Your Pegaſus the beſt performs - Ayres. 

Your My/; 


m 
"That as we he he doi i fee * oy 


peg etrable breaſt-;- \k 


Wakes Sy 0 pa on har you swris poſleft; © 


You! 1r Lines wide nes which who ſhall en: 
fve 


Pa 
+ 


Toa4 33+ 1 


7.F 
7 F 


Puſh't en 'by Vanity q ' andhot RET Ps: 
May learn ſuch condutthere, . meh IVY phos 

And not excuſe, but even applaudihis love.” 

Ovid, who made uw ART of what to? ut” x 

Is i mn qt. elf but 1 too toomarutal, I 

Had he but read | your Woe cj NEIOE 
The ſtile of which his Precepts ſhibuld Have: been ; 
And (which it fceins he” knew tor) Textnr'from 
Toreconcile frat: with Tamocente, 0 * {rhents 


TY 


cell | % 
that The Love yos write, Virgins arid Boyes may read, 


j 


— BA, 1 
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And never be debaucht but better bred ; 
For without /ove, Beauty would bear no price, 
And dulneſs, than deſive's a greater vice : 

Tour greater ſubje#s with ſuch force are writ 
So full of Sinewy ſtrength; as well as wit, - 
That when you are Religious, our Divines 
May emulate, but not reprove your Lines, 
And when you reaſon,there the learned Crew 
May learn to ſpeculate, and ſpeak from you, 
Tou no Prophane, no obſcene language uſe 


| To ſmut your Paper or defile your Muſe, 


Tour gayelſt things, as well expreF, as meant 
Are equally both Queint, and Innocent. 

But your Pindarique Odes indeed are ſuch 
That Pindar's Lyve from his own skilful touch, 
Ne're yielded ſuch an Harmony, nor yet 
Verſe keep ſuch time on ſo unequal feet. 
So by his own generous confeſſion 

Great Taſſo by G@#arini was out done : 
And (which in Copying ſeldom does befal ) 
The Eype's better than th* Orgginel, 


2 But 


'But whilſt your Fame I labour to ſend forth, 
By the ill-doing it I cloud your worth, 

In ſoze:hing all mankind unhappy are, 

And you as mor! at too muſt have your ſhare ; 
*Tis your misfortune.to have found a Friend,-. - 

Who hurts & injures where he would commend, © 
But let tb# be your comfort, that your Bayes 

Shall fowriſh green, mauger an iÞ coych't Praiſe. 


CHARLES COTTON. 


I'S..MY 
FRIENY 
| Mr. THOMAS FLATMAN 


upon the P ublication of his 


POEMS 


A* when a Prince his Standard do's erect 
And calls his Subjects to the Field, 
From ſuch as early take his ſide, 
' And readily.obedience yield, 
He is inſtruQted where he tnay ſuſpe, 
And where he ſafely may confide; 
) So mighty Friend / 
| That you may ſee 
A periect evidence of Loyalty, 
No buſineſs I pretend ; 
From all th' Iicumbrances of humane life; - 
<3 a 2 From 


From nouriſhing the finlul peoples ſtrife, 
And the increaſing weaknefles of Age. 


IT. . 

Domeſtique Care, the Minds Incarable Diſcaſe 1 
IT amreſolv'dI will forget, 

Ah / could I hope the reſtlefs pain, I 
Would now 1atirely ceaſe, T 


And ncyer more return again, 
My thoughts I would in other order fet ; 
By more than proteſtations I would ſhow, 
Not the Sum total only of the Debt, V 
But the particulars of all I owe. 


III. . 


This I would do: But what will our defire avail Ic 
When active heat and vigour fail ? 
*Tis well thou. ha''t more youthful combatants 
Right able to protedt thy Immortality : (than T, 
It Envy ſhould attaque thy ſpotleſs name, 
(And that attaque's the beſt of things 
And into Rigid Cenſure brings 
The moſt undoubted Regiſters of Fame) 


I Their 
4A, 


Their Artillery let them diſpence; 
Piercing Wit and Murd'ring Eloquence, 
| Noble conceit and manly Sence, - 
Charming Numbers let 'em ſhine 
And dazle dead in ev*ry line 
The Moſt malicious of thy Foes, 
Though Hell it ſelf ſhould. offer to oppoſe ; 
I (thy decrepit Subje&t) only, can reſign 
The little life of Art is left, toranſome thine : 
Fumbling's as bad in Poetry, 
And as Ridiculous, as tis in Gallantry : 
But if a Dart I may prevent, - 
Which at my Friend's repute was mean't 
Let them then dire at Me, | 
By dying in fo juſt a War, 
I poſſibly may ſhare ji YDOLIE GG - 
In thy Infallible Eternity. - © -| 
ol: 
ts 
I, But deareſt Friend 
(Before it be too late) 
Let us a while expoſtufate, 
What heat of Glory call'd you on, 
a } Your 


Yourlearned Empire: to extend 
Beyond the Limits of your own Dominion ?. 
At home, you were already crown'd-with Bayes ; 
Why Foreign Trophies do you ſeek to raiſe ? 
Poets Arcana's have of Government, 
And tho” the Homagers of your own Continent 
Our of a Senſe of duty do ſubmit, 
Yet Publick Print, a jealouſie creates 
. -  Andintimates'a lay'd'defign | 
Unto the Neighb'ring Porentates. 
Now into all yout ſecret Arts they pry, 
And weigh each hint by rules of policy, 
Offenſive Leagues they twine, 
In Councels,-Rota's, and Cabals they fit, 
| EachPetty Burgeſs thioks it fit 
The Corporation ſhould combine, 
_ Apainſt the Univerſal Monarchy of: Wit, 
And ſtreight declare for quite abjuring it. 
. 
Hence then muſt you; . prepare the an Invaſion : 
| T ho n not from nf uch as Are reclaim 'd by Education; 


* #fb 


Yo 
Th 


5 
: 


ſn the main points all Eyyopean Wits agree, 
All allow Order, Art, and Rules of Decency, 
And to be abſolutelyperfect , ne're was yet 
A beauty ſuch, or ſuch a Wit. 
| 1 fear the Pagan and the Barbarous, 
' A Nation quite the Antipodes tous; 
The Infidel unletter'd Crew (1 mean) 
Who call that only Wit, 
Which is indeed but the Reverſe of it ; 
Creatures in whom civility ne're ſhone, 
But (unto Nature's contradiQtion) Tf 
It is their Glory to be ſo obſcene, 


' You 1d think the Legion of the unclean 


Were from the Swine, (to which they were con- 
 demn'd) rcleas'd, 


And had theſe veryer Swine (than them) poſleſt. 
. VI, 


If theſe ſhould an advantage take 
And on thy Fame a Depredation make, 
You muſi ſubm.t tothe-unhappineſs ; 
Theſe are the common Encmies of our Belicf and 
And by hoſtility poſleſt (Art, 
a 4 _ The 


The World's much greater part : 
All things with them are meaſur'd by ſucceſs - 
If the Battle be not won ; 
If the Author do not Sell ; 
Into they'r dull capacities it will not fink, 
' They cannot with deliberation think 
How bravely the Commander led them on, 
No nor wherein the Book was written well : 
When, ('tis a thing 1mpoſlible to do,) 
He cannot find his Army conrage, (Sir) nor you 
Your Readers, learning; wit, and Judgment tao. 


ora 
Gor _ 
_. - tht. 


TO MY 
FRI END 
Mr. THOMAS FLAT MAN, 
0n the Publiſhing of theſe his 


POEMS 


? 


Sp not (my Friend) th* incredulous Sceptic 
Man 
' Diſpute what Potent Art and Nature can / 
Let him believe, the Birds that did Bemoan 
The loſs of Zeuxi Grapes in Queru'lous Tone, 
Were S:Jenc®d by a Painted Dragon, found 
- ATeleſme to reſtrain their chatt'ring ſound, 
And that one made a Miſtreſs could inforce 
A Neighing /igh, Ev'n from a Stallion Horſe! . 
Let old Timanthes now unveil the Face 
Of his Atr:des, thou't give Sorrow grace / 
Now may Parrhaſius let his Curtain ſtand! 


And great Protogenes Take off his Hand! 
OV.” | | For 


For all that Lying Greece and Latium too 

Have told us of, Thou (only Thou) mak'ſt true, 

And dl the Miracles which they could ſhow, 
Remain no Jonger Faith ; but Science now. 
Thou do'ſt thoſe things that no man elſe durſtdo, 
Thou Paint'f! the 1ightning,and the hunger too / 
The Soul and Voice ! © ; (conſent, 

Thou'lt make Turks,: Fews, yith. Romantfir 

To break the Secqnd great Commaydement : | 
And them perſwide an Adoration giv'n 

In P:#ure, will as Grateful be to. Heav'n.. 

ASone 1n "WA Thi Art is in Exceſs ; 

But yet thy. ingenuity, makes it /eſs,: ._.; 

With Pen and Penci/ thou doſt all out-ſhing, 

In Speaking Pifture, Poeſte Divine. 

Poets, Creators are! You made us Know 


Thoſe are Above, and Dread thoſe are Below IN 


But 'tis no Wonder you ſuch things can Dare 
That Painter, Foet, and A Prophet are. 

The Stars irate thigk it no ſcorn to be 
Plac'd, and Direded in their Way by Thee, 


Tliou Knowelt their, Virtue, and their Situation, . 


The Fate of Years, and every great Mutation, 


With | 


With the ſame Kindneſs let them look on Earth ; 
As when they gave thee firſt :hy happy Birth) 
The ſober Saturn AſpetFs, Cinthiabright, 
Refigning Hers, to give us thy New Light, 
The Gentle Venus Roſe with Mercury, | 


o 1 || (Preſage of Sof! tneſs i in thy Poe) - 
a And Jove, and Mars in Amicable 7rine 


fr Db ſtill give Spgrit to thy Poli/h Lige. & ©; | 
2 Thou mayſt da, what thou w:i1; wikbout controuÞ: 
» | Only thy ſelf and Heav'n can Paint thy Soul... -» 


* *FRAN: BARNARD, 


TO HIS 
ESTEEMED FRIEND {wi 
Mr. THOMAS FLATMAN |, 


zepon the Publiſhing of his and 


| You 

POEM Ss/: 
Lay 

b Gp Poems (Friend) come on the publick, | 
_ Stage 


Ina Debauch' d, and a Cenſorious Age 3 | 
Where nothing now is counted Standard Wit, 
But what's Prophane, Obſcene, or 's bad as it, Is li 


| For our great Wits, like GaDamts of the times, But 

; ( And ſuch they are) Court only thoſe Looſe Þ Wh 

ks Rhimes, Fw 
Which like their Miſes Patch'd and Paintedare; $ucl 

But ſcorn what Vertuous is, and truly Fair ; FRE 

Such as your Myſe is, who with Careful Art Neo 


For all but ſuch, hath wiſely fram'd a Parr. 
| One while (methinks) Under ſome G/oomy 
I ſee the Melancholy Logpy laid, (Shade, 
Pleaſing 


Peg + 


\} Pleafing himſelf in that his Penfive Fit 
"} With what you have on ſuch Occaſion writ. _ 
N Another while (methioks) I ſeem to hear 


Mongſt thoſe, who ye will unbend their 
Care 


tad ioal cheendiives our om the bull Throog, y 
© Your pleaſant Songs in ſolemn Conſort Sung... 

Again (methinks) Tee the grave Drvine 
.\ {| Lay by his other Books, , to look on 7hine, 
ck. And from thy ſerious and Divine Review » 
See what our Duty is, and his own too. 

| Yet rs Friend, you cann't but Gueſs what 
, (dovm 
Is like to paſs on what you 've writ, by ſome; 
| Butthere are others, riow your Book comes forth, 
ole | Who (I am ſure) wilt prize it as "tis worth, | 
35, Who know it fully fraught with Sraple Ware, 
TG? If Such as the Works of the brave Comply are, 
And *'mongſt our rareſt Engliſh Poems, Thine 
Next unto Hrs, immortally ſhall ſhine, 


id © © RICH, NEWCOURT. 


\ 


T O 


TO MY 


- Wathy ] F riend, 


oor the Publiſhing of bis 


POEM S: 


Rus. and —_ da as my lines can be, 
T muſt ſtart forth into the world with Thee, 
That which, yet Private; did my wonder raiſe; 
Now 'tis made Pu6/;qu challenge's my pratle : 
Such miracles thy charming Verſe can do,. 
Where e're it goes, Itdraw's mewith it too. 
Thais a kind of Bi#thda to thy Muſe ! 

Tranſported with delight I cannot chuſe 

But bid Her Welcome to the Light, and tell, 
How-much I value what 3s writ ſo well ; 

| Tho' Thou reap'ſt no advantage by my-Rhime, 
| More than a Taper helps the Day to thine. 


<7 


Mr. Truomas Fraruan, 


FS 4 
'f w 


Her | 
\Yla no 
0 Dalli 
iy; hen 
\nd 1 

Flhe © 
[Wind : 
fic 
WNeith 


bus 


 - 7hat Honours Duſt, Mine that which cannot Dj E 


Thus in 44 Pap do's thi Empiy Coachattend 
To pay reſpe@ to ſome departed Friend } 
The differetice of Regard in this do's ly, 


For what can blaſt the labours of thy Pen, 


\ While wit and vertue are allow'd by men? 


Thou entertain'ſt the world with ſuch a Feaſt 
Socleanly and fo elegantly dreſt, * 
Soſtor'd with laudable varieties 


: {As may a modeſt Appetite ſuffice ; 

2} Who ever is thy Gueſt is ſure to find 
Something or other that may pleaſe his mind. 

| Sometimes in pow flames thy Muſe afpire's ---+ 


[1 ; Her boſome warm'd with ſupernatural fires ; 
\Yln noble flights with P:ndar, ſaar's above ; 


P\cither too proud, Nor too familiar. 


Dallie's ſometimes with not-indecent Love, 
hence down into the Grave do's humbly creep, 
ind renders Death deſirable as Sleep. 

e Debuonarr, the Melancholy Here 
Find matter for their Mirthgeaſe for their Care. 
ifie thy Verſe, Clean thy Conceptions are, 


Since ſuch Proviſions rhade for all that come, 
He muſt be ſqueamp that goe's Empty home ; 
If Theſe Refeftious cannot do him good, 

'Tis* cauſe his Sromact's vitious, not the Food. 


FRANCIS KNOLLTS. 


TQTHS.. 


[AUTHOR - 


ON HIS 


EXCELLENT 


[POEM S. 


you 


TS, 


Spe Magick of m wit and Nite . 
Which | to their priefs mankind ean Recondile f* 
WhilG thy Philander 5 tuneful voice we hear” 

Condoling our difaftrous ſtate, 

"eng with A yy of 0 our r hard face, 


tra7 


The Trojan Chief” 
Troy's Conflagration did relate, 


nw _ Vhik 


Whilſt ev'n the > ſuff revs inthe Fire drew near 


And witha greedyzear fs : 
Devour dhe ſtory of their wn ſubverted ſtate. 
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Kind Heav'n (as to her dark on) to Thee 

A double Portion dit il itvipart, - | 

A Gift of Painting and of Poeſy : 
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\ Yet /tis our Happines to ſee 
Oblivion, Death, and adverſe. Deſtiny | 
Encountred, Vagquiſh d, anddifarned by thee. 
For if thy Pencils fall, 
Change thy Artillery. WP. 

.. And Thou 'rt ſecure of Victory, RE 
Employ thy. Quilla and thou ſhale fill prevail... _ 
Tae Grand Deſtroyer, greedy Time, x xeveres.. BEA 

of Fancy's Imag!r'y, 2 and ſpares . HE” 

-The meaneſt things that bear .. 
© Th' lmpreflion.of thy Pen; bs M hos 
Tho courſe and ceap: their ogtural #: mettal were, 


Stampt with thy; verſe | be YEE thi Htſred, 
then. 


He Kh thei by that Ch 145 # fo fe ; 
Predeitinate and Wea upart br aka, 


{1} th; ? i 27 "(IG | Rift MOTCIBE oY 1 'vi7 ; 
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| IV. vile 


If native Luſtre in thy Theams appear, 


1, yJmprov'd by thee it ſhines more clear : 
Orif thy Subject's void of native Light, 


b z Thy 


Thy Fancy need but fart a beam 


To guild thy Theam, V 

And make the vade maſs beautiful and bright, | 
Thou vary'ſtoft thy Strains, bur ftill FT 
* 'Succefs attends each ſtrain: ill A 
Thy verſe is always as lofty # the Hill, * D 
| Or pleaſant as the plain. _ Ar 


How well thy Muſe the Paſtoral Song i improves/ 
Whoſe Nymphs and Swains are intheir Lover, || Fo 
' As innocent and yet as kind as Doves. : 
But moſt She moves our Wonder and Delight, 
When She performs her looſe Pindariqu” flight, | Cr 
Oft to their ou emoſt reach! 'She will extend | 
5 "Her rowring Ww ings to foar on high, 
©  Andthen by) julſt degrees deſcend- 
Ofr i ma ſwift ſtrait Courſe She glides, 
Obliquely: oft the air diyides, | 
And oft with wanton 0 ploy "hog hov'ring in theſſ Ax 
Sky. . | Th. 
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Whilſt Sette of "A aid IEP Mie 
© Tf attbition woutdidfaſe i >- ++ 
To mingle with thoſe Nymphs that HontaS pay, 
And wait on Thine in her Tr:amphant way, 
Defet of merit checks her forward pride, 
And makes her dread t* approach thy Chariot 
ra 
Far'*twere atleaſt a rude Indecency | 
(If not 'Prof ane) r appear 
At this Solemmnity, 


 Crown'd with no Zzwre/(as others are) 


© But this ſhe will preſume to do, 

At diftance to attend the ſhow, 

Officiouſly to gather of 

The Scatter'd Bayes, if any drop 

From others Temples, and with thoſe 
A plain Plebeian Coronet compole. 
This, as your £Z:ivery, ſhe'd wear, to hide 
Her Nakedzeſs, not gratifie her Pride / 


b ; 


Such was the Verdant dreſs 
Which the Offending Pair did frame 
Of platted Leaves, not;ta expreſs 
Their Pridei'th' Novel-garb, but to conceal their 
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Ithin the haunted thicket, where 
The feather'd Chorifters are met to play ; 
And celebrate with voices clear, 
And accents ſweet, the praiſe of My : 
. | The Ouzel, Thruſh, and ſpeckled Lark, 
" of And Philomel, that loves the dawn and dark: 
Theſe (the inſpired throng) 
In numbers ſmooth, and flrong 
Adorn their #ob/e Theme with an immortal Joxg, 


- bouring Hill, 


II: 


Here feaſt your Ears, but let your Eye 
Wander, and fee one of the leſſer frie 
Unger a leaf, or ena dancing twig, 
Ruffle his painted feathers, and look bis, 
Pirk up his tayle, and hop between 
The boughs ; &y moving, only to be ſeen, 
Perhaps his 7roudbled breaft he prunes, 
As he doth meditate on his ;unes: 
Atlaſt (compos'd) his little head herears, 
Towards (what he ſtrives to imitate) the 
| Sphears ; 

And chirping then begins his beſt, 

Falls on to Pape among ibereſt; 
Deeming that a//'s not worth a ruſh, 
Without bs Whiſtle from the buſh, 


Th harmonious 


While Woods, and Vaults; the Brook and neigh- 


Repeat the varied cloſe, and the melodious Trill, . 
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/. | Th harmonions ſound didreach my ear, |: 
That eccho'd Thy clear Aame, 
Which all muſt know, who e're did hear, 
.\Of: Cowley or Or inda's fame ; 
ſheard the Genzus, with ſurprizing Grace, 
Would viſit us with his fair off-ſpring, gay 
Asis the morning ſpring in May ; | 
But fairer much and of ;719071al race. 


= EE IV. 


Delighted greatly, as T /iſtning ſtood, 
The ſound came from each corner of the wood; 
he Þ Itboth the Shrubs, and Cedars ſhak't, 
And zzy drowſy Muſe awak't ; 
Strange that the ſound ſhould be ſo ſhrill, 
That had its paſſuge through a Qui1}, 
Then Ireſolv'd Thy praiſes to rehearſe, 
The wonders of Thy Pez, among the Croud 
Of thy Jearr'd Friends that ſing ſo Joud : 
But *twas not to be ſang, or reach't in verſe. 
By 


_ By my weak notes, Scarce to be heard, 
Or if they could, #0? worth regard ; 


Deſiſting therefore I muſt only ſend 
My very kind well wiſbes to my Friend. 
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On the DEATH of the RIGHT 
HONOURABLE 


THOMAS 


| A RL of 
JoSSORY: 


"JOAny Ode. 


Stanga. 1 . 


FO more !---Alas that bitter word, No moye! 

The Great, the Juſt, the Generous, the 

The univerſal Darling of Mankind, (Kind, 
The Nobk Offory is now No more ! 

'B The 


2 POEMS. 
The Wighty Maniisfall'n 
** From Glofys lofty Pinacle, 

Meanly like one of Us He fell, 
Not in the hot purſuit of. Vidory, 


As Gallant Men would chuſe to dy ; \Þ| T! 
Fut tamely, like a poor Plebeian, from his Bed | 
To the dark Grave a'Captiveled ; Fo 


Emaſculating Sighs, and Groans around, 
His Friends in Flouds of Sorrow drown'd; 
His awful Truncheon, and bright Arms laid by, 4 
_ He bow'd his glorious Head to Deſtiny. 
Celeſtial Powers, how anconcern'd you are ? 
No black Eclipſe, or Blazing-Star 

Preſag'd the Death of this Tlluſtrious Man, 
No Deluge, no,” nor Hurricane ; 

| Inher old wonted courſe Nature went on, 
© As if ſome common thing were done, ./ 
\ Oneſingle Vitim'to Deaths Altar's come; 
* And not in OFSORY an whole Hecatombe. T 

Yet, when the Founder'of Old Rome expir'd, || You 
When 
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! When the Pe//Zan Youth reſign'd his Breath, 
And when the great Di#ator ſtoop'd to Death; 
Nature and all her Faculties retir'd ; 

 Amaz'd ſhe ſtarted when amaz'd ſhe ſaw 
The breaches of her ancient Fundamental Law, 


Which kept the World in aw ; 


For men leſs brave than Him, her very Heart did 


| The labouring Earth did quake, 


(ake, 


| And Trees their fixt Foundations did forſake ; 


Nature in ſome prodigious way 
 Gavenotice of their fatal Day. 


Thoſe leſſer Griefs with pain ſhe thus expreſt; 
This did cotfound, and overwhelm her Breſt. 


Hl. 


Shrink ye Crown'd Heads, that thiok your ſelves 


(fecure; 


And from your mouldring Thrones laok 


(down, 


Your greatneſs cannot long endure, 
The King of Terrors claims you for his own ; 
You are but Tributaries to his dreadful Crown, 


B Z 


Renown 4 


4 POEM S: 
Renown'd, Serene, Imperial, moſt Auguſt, 
Are only high and mighty Epithets for Duſt. 
In vain, 1n vain ſo high 
 Ourtow'ring expectations flie, 
While th' Bloſſoms of our hopes, fo freſh, f 
(gay, 
Appear, and promiſe Fruit, then fade away, 
From valiant OSSOR7 's ever Loyal Hands 
What did we not believe ? 
We dream't of yet unconquer'd Lands 
He to his Prznce could give, 
And Neighbouring Crowns retrieve; 
Expected that he would in Triumph come 
Laden with Spoils, and Af:c& Banners home, 
Asif an Hero's years - 
Were as unbounded as our fond Deſires. 


IV. 


Lament, Latent, you that dare Honour love, 
And court her at a Noble rate 
(Your Proweſs to approve, ) 

That dare religiouſly upon Hey wait, 


POEMS. «5 


And bluſh not to grow Good, when you grow 
(Great, 


Such Mourners ſuit Hs Vertue, ſuch Hs State, 
And you, brave Souls, who for your Countrie's 


(good 
» Of Did wondrous things i in Fields, and Seas of 
MC (Blood, 
. Lament th' undaunted Chief that led you on ; 


. Whoſe exemplary Courage could inſpire 
The moſt degenerate Heart, with Martial-Engliſh 


(Fire. 
Your bleeding wounds who ſhall hereafter dreſs 
With an indulgent tenderneſs ; 
Touch't with a melting Sympathy, 
 Whoſhall your Wants ſupply ? 
Since He, your good Sameritan is gone, 
O Charity ! thou richeſt Boon of Heaven, 
To Man, in pity given! 
(For when well meaning Mortals give, 
The Poor's,and their own Bowels they relieve; ) 
Thou mak'ſt us with alacrity to Dy, 


Miſs* tand bewail'd yo Thee large-hearted OS- 
(IORT. 
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Ariſe ye bleſt Inhabitants Above, 
From your Immortal Scats Ariſe, 
And on our Wonder, onour Love 
Gaze with aſtoniſh't Eyes. 
Ariſe / Ariſe / make roome, 
Th' exalted Shade is come. 


. See where He comes! what Princely Port He 
(bears! 


How God-like He appears ! - 
His ſhining Temples round 
With Wreaths of everlaſting Layrels bound ! 
As from the blood y Field of Mons He came, 
Where He out-fought th' Hyperbolies of Fame. 
See how the Guardian Angel of our Ifle 
Recelv's the Deifi'd Champion with a Smule / 
' Welcome the Guardian- Angel _ - 
* | Full of Songs of Joy and Praiſe, 
Welcome Fhou art to me, © 
And to theſe Regions of Serenitie ! 
* Welcome the Winged Quire reſounds, 


White with loud Euge s all the > Sacred place A= 
(Ones. HOON 9 - #4 
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PO E M S. 7. 
To the Memory of the Incomparable 


ORINDA 
Pindarique Ode. 


Stanza TI. 


Long Adieu to all that's bright, 
D Noble or brave in Woman-kind ; 
To all the Wonders of their Wit, 
And Trophies of their Mind : 
The glowing heat of th' holy fire is gone : 
Toth” Altar, whence 'twas kindled, flowns ; 
There's nought on.earth, but Aſhes left bel:in ; 
E'r ſince the amazing ſound was fpread 
Orinda's dead. 
p Every ſoft and fragrant word, 
6 All that language could afford ; 
Every high and lofty thing 
That's wont to. ſet the Soul gn wing, 
No longer with this worthleſs world would ſtay. 
Thus, when the death of the great Par was told, 
Along the ſhore the diſmal tidings roll'd ; 7 
| = The 


LC. 
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The leſſer Gods their Fanes forſook, 
Confounded with the mighty ſtroke, 

They could not overlive that fatal day, 
But ſigh'd and yon dtheir gaſping Oracles away 


How rigid are the Laws of Fate ! 
And how ſevere that black Decree! 
No ſublunary thiog i is free, 
Bnt all muſt enter th'* Adamantine Gate : 
© Snoner, or later muſt we come 
To Natures dark retiring Room : 
And yer tis pity, Isit not ? _ 
The Learned, as he Fool ſhould die, 
One, full as low, as t' other Lie ; 
Together blended in the general lot! 
Diſtinguiſh' tonly from the common Croud 
By an hing'd Caffin or a Holland Shroud, | 
Tho Fame and Honour ſpeak them ner ſo loud, 
Alas Orinda! even Thou; © 
Whoſe happy Verſe made others live, 
And certain Irmniortality could give, 
Blaſted ars Sall _ otoothing Cloties how, 
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The Lawrel withers o're thy brow : 

Methinks it ſhould diſturb Thee to conceive 

That when poor I, this artleſs breath reſign, 


My duſt ſhould have as much of Poetry as thine ! 


Il, 


Too ſoon we languiſh with deſire, 
Of what we never could enough admire. 
On th' billows of this World ſometimes we riſe, 

So dangerouſly high, 

We are to Heaven too nigh : 

When all in rage, 

(Grown hoary with one minute's age,) 

The very ſelf-ſame fickle wave, 

Which the entrancing Proſpect gave, 


. Swoln ro a Mountain, finks into a Grave. 


Too happy Mortals if the Powers above, 
As merciful would be, 
And eaſie to preſerve the thing we love, 
As in the giving they are free ! 
But they too oft delude our wearied eyes, 
They fix a flaming feword* twixt us and Paradiſe # 
A weeping evening blur's a ſmiling days 
Yet 


LO P.O'E MS. 
Yet why ſhould heads of Gold have feet of Clay ? 
Why ſhould the man; that way'd th Almighty 
That led the murmuring Eroud (ward, 

By Pillar and by Clogd, | Ven 

Shivering a top of Atry Piſgah ſtand Wit] 


Only to ſee, but never, never tread the Promis'd 
(Land, 


IV. 


Throw your Swords and Gauntlets by Fre 
You daring Sons of War / | 
You cannot purchaſe e'r you dic 
One honourable Scar, 
Since that fair hand that guilded all your Bayes ; 
That in Heroick numbers wrote your praiſe, 
That you might ſafely fleep in Honours Bed, 
It ſelf, alas! is wither'd, cold, and dead, 
Cold and dead are all thoſe charms 
That burniſht your viRtorious arms ; 
Thoſe uſeleſs things hereafter muſt 
Bluſh firſt in Blood,. and then in Ruſt : You 
So oil, but that of her ſmooth words can ſerve, 


Weapon and Warriour to preſerve. 
| Expet 


POEMS, EF 


ay ? Expect no more from this dull Age 
Vaty But folly, or Pottick rage, 
ud,” Short-liv'd nothings of the flage, 


Vented today, and cry'd tomorrow down ; 
With her the Soul of Poeſie is gone, 
S'd Gone, while our expectations flew 
ue As hi gha pitch, as ſhe has done, 
Exhald to Heaven like early dew, 
Betimes the little ſhining drops are flown, 


Ere th' drowſie world perceiv'd that Manna was 
| (come down, 


V. 


You of the Sex that would be fair, 
Exceeding lovely, hither come, 
Would you be pure as Angels are, 
Come dreſs you by Orinda's Tomb, - 
And leave your flattering Glaſs at —__ 
Within that Marble Mirror ſee, | | 
How one day ſuch as ſhe 
You muſt, and yet alas! can never be! , 
Think on the heights of that vaſt Soul, 
| And then admire, and then condole, 
| "Think 


12 POEMS, 

Think on the wonders of her generous Pen, 
'Twas the made Pompey truly Great ; 
Neither the purchaſe of his ſweat 

Nor yet Cornetia's kindneſs made him live again: 
With envy think,when to the grave you go, 
How very little myſt be ſaid of you, 


Since all that can be ſaid of vertuous Woman was 
(her due. 


T he Review. 
I Ode to Dr. Is, $. 


Stanza I. 


Hen firſt I ſtept into th' alluring Maze 
To tread this world's myſterious ways, 
' Alas! Thad nor guide, nor clue, 

No Ar:aaye lent her hand, 

Not one of Ver iue's Guards did bid me ſtand, 
Or ask't me what TI meant todo, 

Or whither I would go: 
This Labyrinth ſo pleaſant did appear, 
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T loſt my ſelf with much content, 
Infinite hazards underwent, 
Out-ſtraggled Homer's crafty Wanderer, 
And ten years more than he, in fruitleſs Travels 
Cipent; 
The one half of my life is gone, 
The ſhadow the Meridian aſt ; 
| Death's diſmal Evening drawing on, 
Which much with damps and miſts be overcaſt, 
An Evening, that will ſurely come, 


Tis time, high time to give my ſelfthe yon 
ome. 


IT. | 
Had I but heartily believ'd, 
That all the Royal Preacher ſaid; was true, . 
When fifſt Fentred on the Stage, 
And'vanity ſohotly did purfue ; 
Convinc'd by his experience, not my age! 
I had my ſelf long ſince retriev'd,. 
I ſhould have let the Curtain down, 
Before the Fools part had begun : 
But I throughout the tedious play.have been 


Concern'd in every buſie Scene ; 
: Too 


14 POEMS. 
Too tos inquiſitive Itty'd 
Now this, anon another Face, 
| Andthen 4 third, more odd, took place, 
' Was every thing, but what was, 
| Suth was my Protean folly, ſuch my pride 
Befool'd through all the Tragy-Comed Y, 


Where others met with hiſſing to expedt a Plan 
(aitei 
HE: 
| Thad a mind the Paſtoral to prove, 
Searching for happineſs in Love, 
And finding Venus painted with a Dove, 
A little naked Boy-hard by; 
The Dove, which has no gall, 
The. Boy-ao dangerous Aramis at all; 
They do thee wrong: (greatiLove) ſaid: ft, 
| Much weang, greatLove'——fcarce had] 
*Ere into may ajnwery boſome came (ſpoke 
An inextipguiſhableflame: | ' 
From fair Amira eyes the lightening broke, 
That left me-more than Thunder-ſtroke ; 
She carriestempeſt in that lovelyiname 
\ ' Loves 


An 


W! 


POEMS: i5 
Love's mighty and tumultgous pain 
Diſorders Nature like an Hurricane. 
e; Yet conld n't I believe ſach torms could be, 
.. When I launch't forth co Sea; 
Promisd:my ſelf a calm, and eafte way, 

Though I had ſeen. before, 
Jays Piteous ruins on the ſhore, 
Zite; | And on the naked Beach Leander breathleſs lay. 


IV. 


To extricate my ſelf from Love 
Which I couldill obey, but worſecommand, 
e; || -© © Trook my Pencils inmy hand, + 
With'that Artillery for Conqueſtſtrove, 
Like wiſe'P;igmalionthen didT- - 
dy ſelf my Delty;”- 
I, Made tmy own Saint, made my own'Shrine: 
:d&T | tf ſhe did frown, one dath could maketrer ſmile, 
oke F All bickerings one eafie troak coiitf reconcile, 
Plato feign'd no Tdea ſo divine: © © 
| FhusdidI quict many a froward day; 
bs While in my eyes my Soul did play, 
- | Thusdid the time, ard thus thy ſelf beguile; 


Ti 
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Till on « day, but then I knew not why, 
: A tear falln from my eye; "s 
| Waſh'tour my Saint, my Shrine, my Deity + : 
Prophetzque chance ; the lines are gene, 
AndI muſt mourn o're what I doted on : 


I find even G7o7to's Circle has not all perfection; 


V. 


To Poetry I then inclin'd ; 
Verſe that emancipates the mind, 
Verſe that unberids the Soul ; 
That Amulet of ſickly fame; | 
Verſe that from w1nd articulate's Nate : - 
Verſe for both Fortunes fit,tofmile and to condole. 
Fre i had long the Tryal-made,. 
A ſerious thought made me afraid : 
For I had heard Parnaſſus ſacred Hill, 
Was fo prodigiouſly high, 
Ir's barren Top ſo near the skie ; 
The Ether there 
$o very pure, ſo ſubtle, and ſo rare, 
*Twould a Cameleon kill 


The Beaſt that is all Lungs; and feeds on Air: 
Potts 


Poets the higher up that Hilt they go. -, -.. - 
Like Pilgrims, ſhate the leſs of what's below : 
| Hence'tis they go tepining on, 
And murmure more than their own Helicor; 
| [heard them curſe their ſtars in ponderousRhimeg 
N, | Andin grave numbers grumble at the times ; 
| Yer wherethY' Ilhiftrious Cowley led the way, 
I thought it great diſcretion there to go aſtray] 


vi. 


From liberal Atts to the litigious Law; 
ws | Obedience, not Ambition, did me draw ; 
'; | Hook'tat awful Quoife, :and ſcaflet Gans 
ole. Through others Opticks, not my own : 
Unty. the Gordian Knot that will, 
I ſee no Rhetorick at all 
In them that learnedly can brawl; 
Afid fill with mercenary breath the ſpacious Hall ; 
Let me be peaceable, let me þe ſtill. 
The ſolitaty 7;sbite heard the witid, 
With ſtrength and violence combin'd, 
That rent the Mountains and did make 
The ſolid Earth's foyndations ſhake, 
*s } : © He 
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He ſaw the dreadful fire, and heard the horrid 
(noiſe, 


But found what he agatdal in the ſmall fil F Fc 
(vote, 
VIL. 


Nor here did my unbridled fancy reſt, 
 ButI muſttry 
A pitch more high, 
To read the ſtarry language of the Eaft ; 
And with Caldean Curioſity "P 
Preſum'd to ſolve the Riddles of the Skie; - 
Impatient till F knew my doom, 
Dejeded till the good direZion come, 
I rip't up Fate's forbidden Womb, - 
Nor would I ſtay till it brought forth 
An eaſie and a natural birth, 
But was ſolicitous to know. 
Fhe yet miſhapen Embrio, | Anc 
. (Prepoſterous crime) 
Without the formal Midwifry of time : Col: 
Fond man! as if toolittle grief were given Inve 
On earth, draws down inquietudes from Heaven ! 


Permits himſelf with fear to be unmann'd, | 
Belſhazzar 


7 = b W D 
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 Belſhazzar-like grows wan and pile, 
His very heart begins to fail, 


bs frighted at that writing of the hand; 


| Which yet nor wa nor all his learn'd Magicians 
(underſtand 
VIII, 


BS And now at laſt what's the reſult of all? 
Should the tri Audit come, 


And for th' Accompt too early call; 
Ar num'rous heap of Ciphers, would be found the. 
(total Sum; 
When iticompaſſionate Age ſball plow 
The delicate 4mira's brow; 
And draw his furrows deepand long, 
What hardy youth is he 
Will after that a Reaper be, 
 _ Orſing the Harveſt Song ? 
And what is Verſe; but an effeminate vent 
Either of Luſt or Diſcontent ? 
Colours will farve; and all their Glories die, 
Invented only.to deceive the eye ; 
And he that wily Law does love, 


Much more of Serpent has than Dove, F 
C z There's 
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. There's nothing in Afrolegy, 
But Delphich ambiguuy ; 
Weare miſguided inthe Dark, and thus 
Each Star becomes an Ignis fatuus ; 
Yet pardon rhe you glorious lamps of light, 
'Twas one of you that led the way, 
Diſpell'd the gloomy night, _. 
Became a Phoſpher to th' Eternal Day, , 
And ſhew'd the Mags where th' Almighty Iof ant Tk 


e "1 4 
_ 
At length the donbtful Victory's won, 
It wasacunning Ambuſcade 
The world for my felicities had laid ; - 
Yetnow at length the day's our own, 
Now Conqueror-like let us new Laws fet down, | N 
Henceforth let all our Love Seraphiek turn, wW 
The ſprightly and the vigorous flame 
.'On th' Altar let it ever burn, Ye 
And ſacrifice its ancient name : ” 
\! 


A Tablet on my heart, next le prepare 
Where.L would draw the Holy Sepulchre, 
; 6 Behind 
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| Bcbindic afoft Lendkip] would lay 


Ofielarictiolly Gogorha? 
On th* Altae fer nie all my fpoils lay down, 


And if I had One, there Ide” Hig - my Laurel 
.. (Crown. 


Give me the Prirdrths of & Law Divine, 


Þ Such was the Law mate Moſes face to ſhine, | 


ant. 
ay,- 


This beyond Saturns heavy Orb Te towre, 
And laugh at his malicious power, 


| Raptur'd i in Contemplation thus Ile go 


Above unaftive Earth,. and kave the Scars below. 
X, 
RAY” 58 | " 
Toſt on the wings of every wind, 


After theſe hoverings to and fro ; 
(And ſtill the waters higher grow) 


$ Not knowing where a reſting-place to find, 


Whether for SanQuary ſhould I go 
But (Reverend Friend) to you? 
You that have triumpht o're th' impetuous flood, 
That Noea#-like, it bad times durſt be' good, 
And the ſtiff Torrent manfally withſtood, 
Can ſave me too ; 
C 3 
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One that have ow in PE of "<< bin, 
Surrounded by the rolling waves of fin, 
Do you but reach out a propitious hand 
_ And charitably take me in,. 
[ will not yet deſpainto ſee dry land. 
'Tis done ; ;—4and o longer fluQuate, 
Pve made the Church) My Ark, and J:ons Hill my 


(Ararat, 


To my Worthy F riend 


Mr. SAM. WOODFORD, 


on bis Excellent Verſion of the 
of S 4 L M 8. 


P;ndarique Ode. 
Stanza l. 


) Ee (worthy friend) what I would *o 2 
(Whom neither Muſe nor Art inſpire) 
Thi bat hayenoFriend in all the ſacred Quire, 
fol ſhew my kindneſs for your Book, and you, 
| Fe# 


Fo! 


' Bo 


C07 


Aſe 


at. 
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Forc'd to diſparage, what I would admire ; 


Bold man, that dares attempt Pindarigu now, 


Since the great Pindar's greateſt Son - 
From the ingrateful Age is gone, 
Cowley has bid th ingrateful Age ad.eu ; 
Apollo's rare Columbus, he 
Found out new words of Poeſie : 
He, likean Eagle, ſoar'd aloft ; 
 __Toſeizehis noble prey; 
Yet as a Dove's, his Soul was off, 
Quiet as Night, but bright as Day : 


To Heaven in a fiery Chariot He 


Aſcended by Seraphiqu Poetry ; 
Yet which of us dull Mortals ſince can find 


Any inſpiring Mantle, that He left behind ? 


II. 


His powerful numbers might have dene you right; 

He could have ſpar'd you immortality, 

Under that Chieftain's Banners you might Ght 

Aſlur'd of Lawrels, and of Victory | 

Over devouring time, and ſword, and fire, 
And 7ove's important ire ; 

C4 
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My humble Verſe would better fiog 
/"Davidthe Shepherd, than the King : 
Ang yet methinks 'tis ſtately tobe one 
(Tio? of the meaner fort,) 
them rhat may approach a'Pritices Throne, 
| S If *'twer&Þur to be ſeen at Court. 
Such (Sir) is my ambition for a name, 
Which I ſhall rather rake from you, than give, 
For in your Book I cannot miſs of F ame, 


© Þ His 


But by contaCt ſhall live. 
:Fhus on your Chariot Wheel ſhall I _— —- 
Ride ſafe, and look as big as Zfop's Fly, = _ N 
Who from'rh' Olympian Race new come, ' | Wa: 


And now triumphantly flown home, 8 
To's neighbours'of' the ſwarm thus, proudly ſaid» He 1 


Don' t you remember what a duft I made ! _ 7. 

ET. —_— --; 
Whcre e're the Son of Jef O i ſhall ſound, ' Ala 
* Or Iſrael's ſweeteſt Songs be ſung,  YÞre 


( Like Sampſon's Lion ſweet and ſtrong) \ ln? 
You and your happy Muſe ſhall be renown'd, - - 
To whole kind hand the Son of 7eſſe-owes- 


TY 
Þ 4s once before proud Achiſh be apprar's 'd, 
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His laſt deliverance from all his Foes. | 
Blood-thirſty Sax lefs batbarouschea they, } 

His perſon only ſought to kill ; 

Theſe did his deathleſs Poems ſlay, 

And ſought immortal blood to ſpill, 
To ſing whoſe Songsin Ins would be 

A new Captivity : ” &- 


'Þ Depoſed by theſe Rebels, you alone 


Reſtor'd the Glorious Daved to his Throne, 
Long in diſguiſe the Royal Prophet lay, 
Long from his own thoughts baniſhed, 
Ne're fince his death 'till this uluſtrious.day 


'Was Scepter in his hand, or Crown. plac'd on his 


| (Head: :, 
He ſeem'd as if at Gath he ſtill had bio, 


His Face beſ mear'd, 
With ſpirtle on-his ſacred Beard, 
Alaughing-ſtack. to the inſulting Philifline. 


" YPreſt incheir Rhimes, he lookt a he were mad, 
3 In H ſue you, and Dug Purple have him clad. 


On- 


6 POEMS. 
On the Death of the rruy valiam i 
GEORGE 


"rw of Þ $a 
ALBEMA R LE; ſ* 
| | B by 

Pindarique Ode, | 
SHanza 1. 
Ow bluſh thy ſelf into confuſion | oo 
Ridiculous Mortality ; « *77  5.  O 
With indignation to be trampled on 8 | In v; 
| _ F The 
By them that Coyrt Eternity ; ; } 
Whoſe Generous Deeds, and Proſperous State A No! 
Seem poorly ſet within the reach of Fate, ' 18 
Whoſe every Trophy, and each Lawrel wreath | bu 
Depends upon alittle breath ; ; 
Confin'd within the narrow bounds of time, 
And of incertain age, : 
With doubtful hazards they engage, - (climb; | 
n 


Thrown down, while victory bids them higher 
Their 
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" Their Glories are © eclipy' by Death, 
"3 Hard circumſtances of Illuſtrious Men - | 
'F Whom nature (like the Sc37hias Prince) detain's 
Withia the Bodies chgins 
(Nature that ri gorous Tamberlain) 
-F Stout Bajazet diſdain'd the barbarous rage 
| , Of that inſulting Conquerour,- 
; bravely himſelf uſyrp't his own expiring power, 
0 By daſhing out his Brains againſt his Iron Cage, 


$6 Bs 


But” tis incident to complain, wt 
© Ard wretched Mortals curſe their ſtars in vain, 
In vain they wafte their | tears for them that die, 
4} Themſelves involy'd in the ſame deſtiny, 
14 No more with ſorrow letit then be ſaid 
\*  *"The Glorious Albemarle is dead ; 
'Þ Let what is faid of Him triumphant be, 
[ Words as gay, as His Fame, 

And as manly as his Name, 

4 Words as ample as his Praiſe, 
ob; fl. And as verdant as his Bayes, 
| An Epinicion, not an Elegy. 
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Yet why fhould'ſt thod, adriana Muſe; believe 
Thy gloomy Verſe, can-any ſplendors give, "i wi, 
Or make him one ſmall Motnent longer live? ! 
Nothing byt whatis vulgar thou canft fiy ; 

Or misbecoming oumbers fig | | F 
What tribute to his memory canſt chou pay; s 
Whew Vertue fav'd a Crown, and could oblige a 


(King [ No 


Hl, 


Many a year diſtrefled Atb5ox lay | 
By her unnatural Off-ſpring torn, , 'B Nor 
Once the Worlds terrour, theni its ſeorn, . | 
At tome a Priſon, and abroad a Prey: 3 
Her valiant Youth, "her valiant Youth did Kill, g Wh 
And murual blood did ſpill, © , | 2 
Uſurpers then, and many a Muſbroom Peer ff Whi 


+ hr 2 | 


Within her ales did domineer ; - I Our 

There did the Vulture build his Neſt, " BY; 
,-- Therethe Owls, and Satyrs reſt, ; 

| By Zimand Ohti FL all polleſt, A Upc 

'Till Englang's Angel Guardian, Thou, 'E And 

With pity, 2nd with anger mov'd -Þ Till 

For i thy belov'd, 5. (Olive. And 


PP Q&EMS: 39 
.cOlive Chapplets aathy brow) - 
| 4 5A bloudleſs hands upheld Sn head, 
Þ Andwiththy Trumpetscali'dit her from the dead. 

+ - Bright Phoſperto therifing Fun! pgs 
That Royal Lamp, by Thee did firſt appear 
Uſher'd into0ur happy Hemiſphere ; 

O may is til ſhine bright and clear! 

{No Cloud; por Night approach. it, but.a.conſtant 


(Noon! 


IV. 


'Y Nor thus did thy uadaunted Valour ceaſe ; 
79, , : Or wither with unaQive peace -/ 


.-, Scarce were our Civil broyls allay'd; - © - 
> {£ While yet the wound of an inteſtine War, | 


42 Had left a tender ſcar,” 

/F Whenof our new Proſperities afraid, 
© Our Jealous Neighbours fatal Arms prepare; 

In floating Groves the Enemy drew near, 

Loud did the Belgrar Lyon roar, - 

Upon our. Coaſts th'* Armadadid appear, 
And boldly durft attempt our native ſhore, 
Till his viRorious Squadrons cheekt their pride, 
And did in Friumph o're the Ocean ride. | 


ive. With 
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With thunder,lightning,and with clouds of ſmok oked 
 Hedid their Infolence reſtrain, o_ 
Atid gave his dreadful Law to all the main, 
Whoſe ſurly billows trerhbled wheti he fpoke, 
And put their willing necks under his Yoke j 
This the ſtupendious Vanquiſher has done, 
Whoſe high Prerogative it was alone 
To raiſe aruin'd, atid ſeclite an envy'd Throne. 4 TW; 


Fl The 
V, 
Then atigry Heav'n began to frown; " 

From Heaven a dreadful Peſtilence came down, | The 

On every fide did lamentations riſe, " 
Baleful ſigh, and heavy groan, & [0 

All was plain't, and all was moan / ] 

The pious Friend with trembling love, | | 
Scarce had his lateſt kindneſs done, ' is 
| In ſealitig up his dead Friends eyes, 42>: " 

-Fre with his own furprizing fate he ſtrove, 

And wanted one to cloſe his own, Sp 


Death's Iron Scepter bore the ſway 
Ore our Imperial Golgotha, 
Yer he with kind, though unconcerned eyes, 


Dur 
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\okdf Durſt ſtay and ſee thoſe numerous Tragedies, - | 
. 0 He in the field had ſeen Death's greiſly ſhape, 

X Heard him in Volleys talk aloud 
& Beheld his Grandeur in a glittering Croud, 
*Þ And unamaz'd ſeen him in Cannons gape : 

Y Ever unterrified His Valour ſtood 

{Y Like ſome tall Roek amid*ſt a Sea of Blood : 

> Twas loyalty from Sword and Peſt kept himalive, 
Y The fafeſt Armour, and the beſt Preſervative, 


. VI. 


y 'F The flaming City next implor'd his Aid, 
| And ſeaſonably pray'd _. (obey'd, 
2] His force againſt the Fire, whoſe Arms the Scas 
| Wide did th' impetuous torrent ſpread, 
Then thoſe goodly Fabricks fell, 
Temples themſelves promiſcuouſly there 
I Drop't down, and in the common ruin buried 
The City turned into one Mongibe/: (were, 
The haughty Tyrant ſhook his curled head, 


'F His breath with vengeance black, his face with 
(fury red,. 

Then every cheek grew wan and pale, 
n Every heart did yield and fail, | 
ar | Nought 


Nought but Thy Proſencecould i its Power /ſugs 
Whoſe frooger light put our the les; (preſs 
As London's noble Structures riſe, 
Together fhall-His Memory grow, | 
' To whomthat heauteons Town ſo miveh does owe. 
London! joynt Favonrite with Him Thou wer't, 
As bothipoſſeſt dRoon within one heart, 


So now with thine indulgent Soveraignjoyn, | He 
Reſpect uns Friends aſhes, for Hewep't off | 
| (Thine; Þ Th 
S- VI | 
Thus did the-Date perform his mighity Stage; + 
- * Thusdidthat H/ar of or State, - Am 
With his Prodigions Ads-amaze the Age, ©} As 
While:Worlds of wonders on his ſhoulders fate, 
Full of Glortes, and of Years; - 8 Th 
He trod his ſhining, andimmortal way, - | The 
Whilft- "Ai6:on cortipats 'd'with new floods of tears Shal 
Beſoughr his longer ftay. 
Prophane that Peti, that dares deſcribe thy bliſs, 
' Or write thine Apotheofis 1 ee 5 HY 


Whom Heaven and, thy Pririce to pleaſure nid AM 
Entraſted with their Armies and their Love. 


In 
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Iq other Coutts 'is dangetoiis to deſerve, 
Thou did'ſt a kind, and grateful Maſter ſerve; 
Who, to expreſs his Gratittide'to Thee, 
Scorn'd thoſe ill-natur'd arts of Poliey. 


Happy had Belliſavins bin. 
rt," * (Whoſe forward fortune was his lin) 
| By many Vidoties vadone:; 


_ Þ Hehadnotliv'd negle&ed, dy'd obſeure, 
off . If for thy Prince thoſe Battels he had won, 
ine; F Thy Prince, magnificent above his Emperout: 


VIII. 


Among the Gods, thoſe Gods that dy'd like thee: 
As great as heirs; arid full of Ma jeſty 
Thy ſacred Duſt ſhall ſteep ſecure, 
Thy Mottamient as long as theirs endure : 
| There, free from envy, ' Thou with them, 
ary || Shal't have thy ſhare of Diadem; 
Among theit Badges ſhall be ſet 
G; Thy Garter and thy Coronet ; 
Or (which i is ſtatelyer) thou ſhalt have 
VE; A Manſol#um i in thy Prince's breaſt, 
| There thine embalmed nafne ſhall r:(t, 
_—_.. D That 
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That SanQuary ſhall thee ſave, 
From the diſhonours of. a Regal Grave : 
And every wondrous Hiftory,_ 
Read by incredulous Poſterity, 
That writes of h4m,ſhall honourably mention thee, 
Who by an humble Loyalty has't ſhown, 
How much ſublimer gallantry, and renown 
'Tis toreflore, than to uſurp a Monarchs Grown, 
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T be Retirement. 


Pindarique Ode made in the time of the 
Great Sickneſs 1665. - 


Stansa I 


'N the milde cloſe of an hot Summers day, 
I When a cool Breeze had fann'd the Air, - 
And Heaven's face look't ſmooth and fair ; 
Lovely as ſleeping Infants be, 
' That in their flumbers ſmilingly, 
'  Dandledon the Mothers kaee, 
You hear no cry, 


j All 


Bu 


Wh 


And 
'Tw: 


Eh 


hee, 
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No harſh, nor. inharmonious voice, - 
Pit all is innocence without a.noiſe : 
When every ſweet, ' which the Sun's greedy = 
So litely from | us drew, 
Began to trickle down : again ii dew ; 
Weary, and (int, and full of thought; 
| Tho' for what cauſe I knew not well, 
What I ail'd, I could not tell, 
I fate me dowrfat ariag'd Poplars root, 
Whoſe chiding leaves excepted and my*breaſt, 


{ All the impertinently=buſd-word incliit'd to reſt; 


ir; 


iu 4 \ 2 we 
* ” 4 « 
- 
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; tinned heedfully around, 
But not 4 whiſper there was found; 
The mufmuting Brook hard by, 
AS heavy, and as dull asT; 
Seem'd drowſily along to creep 4 4 
It ran withuhdiſcovered Pace; 66 


- 
o 


And if a Pebble ſtopt'theTazy race, 
'Twas but avif irftatted in its ſleep, 
Grebs her ſelf, thatevet lerit'an car 


To any pircous tone; 
I Da: 


E. AR 
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Woit to grone, kth them that tone, | 
___ _Ecchoher ſelf'w was | peechleſs here. | 
Thrice'did If oh, Thrice miſerably cry, 
Ai me!'/the Nymph + al me! would n not reply, «| wi 


\ \ 
Hi did} is 8 « q» 


Or chyrliſh, or the v Was a fleep * company. 


I thought ottevery penſive thing, -;; | Wi 
© Thatmighemy paſſion firongly;move3_ ;-/ 
:-1 "That might che ſweeteſt ſadgels bring ;.' | 
Oft did I think on Death, and oft of Love, 


The triumphs of the /:it/e God, and that ſame # WI 
; ($a King; | Th 
The gaftly King, what has he done 2 ? 


$a 


How his pale Territories ſpread! WE WI 
Strait ſcantlings now. of conſecrated | ground 
His ff welling Empire cannot, hound, Ma 


But every day new Colonies of dead, 
Enhance his Conqueſts,.and advance by Throne, , 
The mighty C:ryſav'd from ſtorms of. war, 
Exempted from the Crimſon Flood, + :_ 
When all the Lando're flow'd with blood, 
Stoop's yet once more at a new Conqueror : 


The 


S 3 


& 


The C/ty which ſo many Rivals bred, 
$ackcloath is op her loyns, and aſhes on her head: 
| 4 hw 
When willthe frowning Heavn begin to ſiriile ; 
Thoſe pitchy clouds be overblown, 
That hid the mighty Town, | 
That Joy feethe mighty pyle/ 
When will the angry Angel eraſe go flay ; 
And turn his brandih't ſward away 
From that luſtrous Golgorbg, 
London, the great Aceldoma! 
When will-thas ſtately Land{cape open lie, 
The miſt withdrayn that intercepts my eye / 
That heap of Pyramids appear, 
Which now, too much like thoſe of Egypt are: 
Eternal Monuments of Pride and Sin, 


——— and tall A VIABLE Dead mens bones 
(withiq. 


D 3 Tranſlated 
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"i cenflated ont of « a i Part of © 


Pctronius Arbirers Satyricon. 


% 


. - 
A Fter a bluſtring tedious night, 
The winds now huſh't ,and the black tempeſt O're, 
Which the crazy: veſſel miſerably tore, 
Behold a lamentable fight! hy 
Rolling far off, upon a briny wave, 
Compaſſi onate Ph;lander ſpid 


A floating Carcaſs ride, 
That ſeem'd to beg the kindneſs of a Grave. 


Il. 


Sad, and concern'd Philander then 
Weigh'd with himſelf the frail, uncertain ſtate 
Of filly, ſtrangely diſappointed men, 

Whoſe projects are the ſport of Fate, 
Perhaps (faid he) this poor. man's deſolate wife 
ls In; a LR Country far away, 
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Expects ſome happy day, 
This gaſtly thing, the comfort of her life ; 


T1, 


His Sqn i may be dreadsno harm, 
But kindly waus his Fathers coming home, 
Himſelf ſecure, he apprehends no ſtorm, 

But fancies that he'ſees him come, + 
Perhaps this good old man, that kiſt hisSogh... 

 Andleft a blefing on his head, 

His arms about him ſpread, 

Hopes yet to ſee hime're his Glaſs be run, 


IV. 


Theſe are the Grand Intrigues of man, 
Theſe his buge thoughts,and theſe his vaſt deſires 
Reſtleſs, and ſwelling like the Ocean 

From his birth till he expires. 
See where the naked, breathleſs body lyes 

To every puff of wind a ſlave, 

As the heck of every wave, 

That once perhaps war fair, rich, ſtout, and wiſe / 


D 4 Wile 


V, 


While thas Philander penſive ſaid, 
Touch'r only with a pity for Mankind, Whi 
At nearer view, he thought he knew the _— Soot 

And call'd the wretched Man tomind : 

Alas, ſaid he, art thou that angry Thing, _— 4 
That with thy.looks did' \t threaten Death, 
4 Plagues and DeftruQtion-breath, 

But two days ſince, little benoith a "King r: 


VI. 


Aime'! where 1s thy fury now, 
Thin infolence, and all thy boundleſs power, Tor 
O moſt ridiculouſly dreadful thou! * Ath 
Expos'd for Beaſts and Fiſhes to devour. | 
Go ſottiſh Mortals, let* your Breaſts ſwell high, '-- | 08s 
| All your deſigns laid deep as Hell, 
*y A ſmall miſchance can quell, 


Ourwirted by the deeper Plots of Deftiny. Witl 
PE 45 ah j 
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vl 


This des Lamp4 while hefore 

What it would de, wheg it came ſafe gn ſhore, - - 
|| Scoth/d up it felf,, perbaps with hopes of Life, ' 
* What far It's Son, whas for I's Wite ; 
See where the Map, apd all his Paligigks lie,  - 

Ye Gods / what Gylphy are ſet havin, 

What we have, and what we ween, 

Wilt Lull'd jor dreams of yearg to come, we die 4: 


VIII. 


Nor are we lyablcalone, - 
To miſadyentures 69 the mereyleſs Sea, 
Arhouſand gther things our Fate bring on, 
And Shjpwrack't everywhere we be. 
, -- I 9n6 in the cumyle of 4 Bartel dies 
; Big with conceit of Victory, - 
And routing th*Enemy, 
With Garlapds deck, himſelf the Sacrifice. 


his | : Another, 


4 
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ES 


Another, while he pays his vows 
On bended knees, and Heaven with tears invokes; Offe 
With adorations as he humbly bowes, Som 
. While with Gums the Altar ſmoaks, | 
In th' preſence of his God, the Temple falls, *Þ© Byo 
'- And thus religious in vain 
The flatter'd. Bigot ſlain, 
Breaths out his laſt within the'ſacred walls, ww |} And 


X. 
Another with Gay Tropliies _ 


Prom his triumphant Chariot gyerthrown, _ * | Wir! 
Makes paſtime for the Gazers of the Croud, © || Vit! 


That envrd him his purchas' d Crown, 
Some with full meals. and ſparkling bowls of wine; | No- 
As if it made too long delay, Ss © 
Spur on their fatal Day, 
Whilſt others, (needy-Souls) at their's repine. _ || And 


Conſider 


POEMS, 


Xl, 


Conſider well, aod every place, 


es, Offers a ready Road to thy long home, (fate 


Sometimes with frowns, ſometimes with ſmiling 
Th' Atnbaſſadors of Death docome. 
By open foree of ſecret ambuſcage, 
By uniricelligible ways,” 
. We end onr-anxious days, 
and ſtock the arge Vlantationsof the Dead, 


© 1 / | Xl, 


- But (ſome may ſay )'tis very hard, 
With them, whom heavy chance has Caſt away, 
With no folemnities at all interr'd, 

Toroam unburid-on the Sea: 

No—— tis all one where we receive our doom, 

Since, fomewhere, *ris ourcertain lot 

Our Carcaſes muſt rot, | 

And they whom heaven covers need go-Tomb. 


'A 


PP 


A Thought of DEATH. 


Hen on my. ſick Bed I languiſh, 
Full of ſarrow, full of anguiſh, 
Fainting, gaſping, trembling, .cryinga 
Panting, grognipg, ſpeechleſs, dying, 
My Soul juſt now-gbqut totake ber hold 


Into the Regions of -eternal.night ; . 
Oh tell me you, 


That have been long below, 
What ſhall Ido? 
What fhall I think, when cruel Death appears, | 
That may extenuate my fears ! 
Methinks I hear ſome Gentle:Spirir.ſay,, 
Be not fearful, come away ! . '*- -* 
Think with thy ſelf that now thou ſhalt be free, 
And find thy long expected liberty, :-. 
Better thou mayeſt;but worſe thou eaw/ſt not be. 
Than in this Vale of Tears, and Miſery. 
Like Ce/ar, with aſſurance that come on, | 


Ang 


© That 
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And unamaz'd, attempt the Lawrel Crown, 1 


That lyes vn th order ſideDeath'nRuftrpn. | 


T2 


mm. 


= 39. Veer 4! ;9 
1 VERSE: EEG 


Hm let me kaow the Period of jy TY | 
The length of this m y weary Fi grimage, is 
How long this miſerable Life haſt xt, | Rs 
This Life that ſtayes ſo long, yer {ices faſt? 


VERSE .gth.. Fs 


Thou by a Span thcafureſtrhofe d days bf mite, 
Eternity's the ſpacious! Bound 'of Thins: 
Who ſhall compare this little Spa Wit th thee, 
Vith Thine Incorhprehenlibility-* - | 
Man born to trouble Jeayes this ; World with þiih, 
His beſt Eſtate is altogetticr i vain, | 


"0 * A ”» TO OR nid M0 
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- Hynm for the Morning, 


An my Soul / Awake mine eyes / 
Awake my drowfic faculties; 
Awake and ſee the new born Light | 

_ Spring from the darkſome womb of Night | 


Look up and ſee th' ynwearied ouſy _ .,... 

Already is bis Race —_—_-:..:..:r, | 
The pretty Lark .is mounted high,.. : z6 k : p 
And fings her Martins i in the Skys w_ 
Ariſe my Soul / and thou my voice E 
In Songs of Praiſe, eatly rejoyce! | { 
O Great Creator! ; Heavenly King/ Fo iT 
Thy Praiſes let me ever ſing! by F uf : | bs 
Thy Power has made, thy, _— , ſai - ” 
This fencekeſs Boy, while] I fepr, ur. Tani Þ cial 
Yet. oge day More, -haf given me, . os eheiet k " 


From all the Powers of darkneſs} free 7 
O keep my heart from Sin fecure, 
My Life unblameable and pure, 
That when the laſt of all my Days is come, 


Cheafful and fearleſs T may wait my Doom. | 
Amhem 


Bre 


'N Like] 


| Like Incenſe or the morning Sacrifice, 
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Ambem for the Evening. 


* 
17 : 
% 


Coe? ! downy ſleep ! come cloſe my eyes, 


/Tyrd with beholding Vanities ! 
Sweet ſlumbers come and chaſe away 
The toiles and follies of the day- ;. . '. 
On your ſoft boſom will I lie, _ 

Forget the World and learn to die. 


/ 


0 Tracts watchful Shepheard ſpread _., = 


Tents of Angels round my Bed; go 
Let not the Spirits: of the Aire, _ 
While I lumber, me enſnare; , _ | 


But fave thy Suppliant free from harms, 7 - 


"© Claſp' tin thine everlaſting. Arms... 
Clouds and thick darkneſs is hy Throne, 
Thy wonderful Pavilion: _ | 
Oh dart from thence a ſhining Ray, 
And then my midnight ſhall be Day / 
Thus when the morn in Crimſon dreſt, 
Breaks through the Windows of. the Eaſt, 
My Hymas of thankful Praiſes ſhall ariſe 


Death: 


D'EA T Hr 


HEE 6 


Oc the" fa ng: x | & P 

When Friends tblf ikke theit H&dds and Pu | Hor 
Of miſerablettit, VN Whi 

Hark how he groatts 160k! how he phbts fot breatf It 
Sec how he ſtrligghs With the patigs of Death? T 
When they Tall ſay of theſe poor byes,” K 

How hollow; 'and how dir they =” p FF 5c 
Mark how his 'Breaft does ſvell and riſe, . W.-T 
Agairiſt his j poteni Enemy! "3-7 
When ſome old Friend tall ſtep to my Bed- ae I 
Touch iny chill face; and thence ſhall gently Hide: O 
And when his next Comp anions lay, | Ito 
How does he do ? what hopes? ſhall turn: away, Droj 
Anſweriog only with & lift up h hand, V Sh 


Who caii his Fate withſtand : ow 
Then hall a gaſp of two do thore : 0 " He 
Than &re my Rhetorick could before, | IF: #e 


Perſiyade the peeviſh world totrouble me no mote! 


-» 


POEMS. 


T be Happy Man. 


Eaceful is he, and moſt ſecure, 
Whoſe heart, and aQtions all are pure ; 
y | How ſmooth and pleaſant is bis way, 

' VN Whilſt Life's Meander ſlides away 

ith 1t a fierce Thundetbolt do flie, 

Y | - This Man can unconcerned lie ; 

6," Knows'tis not levell'd at his head, 

1” Soneither noiſe, nor flaſh candread : 

Tho' a ſwift Whirlwind tear in ſunder 
Heav*n above him, or Earth under.; 

© Tho? the Rocks on heaps do tumble, 
ide Or the World to Aſhes crumble, 

* Þ Tho'the ſtupendious Mountains from on high 
Yo Drop down, and in their humble Vallies lie : 
Y F Should the unruly Ocean roar, 

; And daſh its Foam againſt the Shore ; 

4 | : - He finds no Tempeſt in his mind, 
'' FearsnoBillow,. {eels no Wind : 


029 
4 Fo 
» + 
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All is ſerene, all quiet there, 
There's not one blaſt of troubled Air, 
Old Stars may fall; or new ones blaze, 
Yet none of theſe his Soul amaze, 
Such is the man can ſmile at irkſome death, 
And with an eafje ſigh give up his breath. 


A— 
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M. JOHNSON: 


5 everal Shipwracks. 


E that has never yet acquainted been 

With cruel chance; nor Vertue naked ſeen; 
Strip't from th' advahtages (which vices wear) 
Of happy, plauſible; ſucceſsful, fair 5 | 
Nor learn't how long the lowring cloud may laſh 
Wherewith her beauteous-face is overcaſt, 
"Till ſhe her native glories does recover, 
And ſhine's more bright, -after the Storm-is over; 
To be inform'd, he need no further go, 
Than this Divine Epitome of woe ; 


POEMS. \ Sz 

In Johnſon s Life, and Writings he may fing, 

What Homer in his Odyſſes dclignd, 

A vertuous Mah, by miſerable = 50 

Rengred ten,thouſand ways prfortoma gy 

Sometimes withina leaking Veſſel tof QI 

All hopes of life, and the lov'd Shore "ai loſt, 

— | Wile hiddelt Sahds, and every "orvedy Wave, 

With borror gap't themſelyesmto a/Grave ;= =; 

. PU Sometimes upon a.Rock with fary thrown, ... *_: 
$ Moaning himſelf, where none coutd:hear hismoge- 
BY fometimes caſt out upon the barreniſand,-:+/ + ..1* 


Expos'd to th? mercy of a Baxbatous Land ;/, {1 » 
Sich was the Pious Johnſon, *rill kind Heavens ;/; 
A bleſſ:d End to. all his toils had gLvenz ». {1 17 


en; To ſhew, that vertuous men,. tizo'they appeary; 
But Fortune's ſport,: are Proviacuce S Care 7 
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| An Explanation of ar 


EMBLEM 


engrduen by V. H: 


re 


Et thou thoſe Razes;the Light *bove themf 


And that gay thing the Diadem ? 
The Wheel and Balance, which are ty*d 
Toth'Gold, black Clouds on cither ſide ? 
Se'ſt thou the winged Trumpetters withal, 
That kiek the World's blew tottering Ball ? 
The flying G/obe, the Glſs thereon, 
Thoſe fragments of a Skeleton? + 
The Bazes, the Pſalms, the Fighting 16"; 
Atid written Scroul ?— Come tell me then, 
Did thy o're curious eye e'r ſee 
An apter Scheme of Miſery ? 
What's all that Go/d and ſparkling Stones 
To that bald Scull, to thoſe Uroſs Bones ? 


What meay thoſe Blades (whom men adore) 


$ack 


To ſtain the Earth with purple gore 2 
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Gallo 
Far n 
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I Shall 
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POEMS... 
- .#ISack ſtately Towns, ſilk Banners ſpread, 
Gallop their Courſers o're the Dead, 
/UFar more than this 2, and all toſway 
But till thoſe ſands ſhall glide away. 
For when the Bubble World fhall fly 
/ With firetch't out Plumes, when the brisk eye 
Shall cloſe with anguiſh, fink with tears,  , ..- 
mf [and th' Angels Trampets piexce our ears, - 
| What's haughty Man or thoſe fine things, 
{ Which Heaven calls Men,though Men ſtilo-Kings? 
_ Vain Wor1dedjeu / and farewel fond renown! 
Give me the Glory, that's above the Crown ! 


——t_—_—_— 
Fw ___— A. * 


For THOUGHTS. 
ne ” 
Houghts! What are they ? 
They are my conſtant Friends, 
Who, when harſh Fate i its dull brow bends, 


Uncloud me with a ſmiliog Ray, 
5 [din the depth of midnight force a day. 


18 E 3 Wheg, 


ha. 


Wheli T td; dhe : 
The buſie chrongs of am rw ogy 1 
To hug my Rf in privacy ; "as 
'Orhte ſſtotrſe!? the pleaſant talk, 
"T wixt us (iy rhbaghts) ym. foriely walk, 4 


[22.110 393910 23 roar f 2 = nt 
37134 14 ant &f * "W 3 07eÞ 3; _ yp pil 
You like" —_ " 
Tien kf@oroty® = Jn 
With fhivering Tip;- bs 


n___—_ T' abate the rigour of their Doom, ___ Am 
By a leſs troublous cut to their long home ; 
Make me. fight Crofids, though they pil 4 up lie, 


All by th' enchantments of an extaſie. 


: 2513 :IV. AV Ih S 1 z "4 
, Tre £4 Ho t7 eb; I 
DoT defite* ro fee f oo 
The Thit6ie ab Maj eſty | 1651 + Gas of ml 
Of that prond o © cpa 


Brother and Unlle the Stars Ne yet” Jo 
| : Thoſk | -. 


| Thoſe can condudt me where ſuch Toyes reſide, 


POEMS «5x: 


-- 17] And waſt me croſs the Main, ſans wind atd tide. - / 


V. 
Would I deſcrie - "A 8 51 
Thoſe radiant Manſions 'bove the Skie, 
ch Inviſible by Mortal eye ? 
+f My Thoughts, my; Thoughts can) = 
A ſhining Track thexeto, 


Mull; And nimbly fleeting go :- i 

i / | Through all the eleven Qr&scan hain awdÞ, 

1:4) Theſe too, like Zaced's Ladder,' are 
'A moſt Angelick thorough-fare. 


; ; 


The. Wealth that ſhines . 

In th' Or:ental Manes ; 

= Thoſe ſparkling Gems which Naturekeepg 

= | Within her Cabiaats, thoDecps,-” ) 

| The Verdent Fields, - 

The Rarities the Rich World vieds oj 

| RareStruQtures, whofe:each gilded fpire 

—_— like Lightning; which, while men admires 

| E 4 Tucy 


bs 


Theſe 


Can th'-Holy Land through theſe my Opticks ſpice 
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| They deem the neighbouring Skie on fire, 


canT gaze upon and glut mine eyes 
With Myriads of varieties. ' 
As on the front of Piſgah, I 


vIL. 


rx Contemn we then 
The peeviſh rage of men, 
Whoſe violence ne*r-can divorce 


Our mutual amity ; . 


As non addreſſes, twixt my thoughts and me : 


Or lay ſodamn'd-a Curſe 


For though I ſigh in Irons, They 


Ute their old freedom, readily obey ; 


And when my boſome- friends deſert m6, _. 


| vir. 


Come then my darlings, I'le embrace 


My Priviledge ; make known 


The high prerogative I own, 
By making all alluremects give'you ons $- 
.- .: Whoſe ſweet ſoelcty tome, 


Mol 


AſanQuary and a ſhield ſhallbe -- © > 
'Gainſt the full Quivers of my Deſtiny; 


ire, - 


_—_— 


ſpie Againſt. .T H 07 G HT S. 


Þ- = - 
Neolerable Racks / 
Difſtend my Soul no more, - 
: Loud as the Billows when they roar, 
' ] Moredreadful than the hideous thunder cracks.  - - 
Foes inappeaſable / that ſlay 
| My beſt contents, around me ſtand, 
Each like a Fury, with a Torch inband; 
And fright me _ the hopes of one + good Day. 


; Il. - 4&2 is e : \ += , 


_ 


When I ſeclude my ſelf, and-fay 
How frolick will be, © 
Unferter'd from my Company ' © © 
T'le bath me in felicity / | 9:20 T 
In come theſe Gueſts, 
Which Harpylike defile my Feaſts, 


oo. POEMS; 


Oh the damn'd Dialogues, thecurſed talk 
*T wixt us (my;Thovghts) aloog a ſullen walk. 


HI. 


Youz filet. poyſonbu Wine | 
The Gallants quaff 


To make 'em laugh, 
And yet at laſt endure TY 
From thence the.toxtures of a Calentare, 
Fool me with frigpdgeſeRiong, tillI lie Th 
Stark raveing in.a Gealaw oxjaie. 64:2 Þ th 


£ Jr \ Uaay, (8 SRC 
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Dal. mad "AY 
-Q The Starry. Throne and Majeſty 
Of that High God, 
Who batters Kingdoms with-an Iron Rod, 
And makes the Moyntains ſlagger with a nod ? 
That fits upon the gloxjous Bow, 
Smiling at changes bere below. 
Theſe goad me to his grand Fribunal, where 
They tell me T with horror muſt appear, Bl: 
And antedate arpazements by grim fear. . T\ 
0 RN LY = Would | 


\ 
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 Weulk [ ackery- 

Thoſe happy Soul's bleſt Manſions bove the *y, 
Inviſible by mortal __ 
And in a noble ſpeculation trace 

A journey to that thining place ? 

Can I afford a ſigh or two, "IT 
| Or breath a Wilthat I might thither go: 
Theſe clip my Plumes, and chill my blazing: Love" 
That OI cannot; catiror foar mer hel at 


Ml IO | 
gl s j . 3 3&0 4 


. AVI, 3 13012: 5 200i no! 
Fhe Fire chat ſhines 2s 
Tn Subterranean Mines, Os n 2 on) 
; The herd rea, nec ach 


4 


"Thoſe foory Fien ds which cieny began | 
Din A 
Bolted and barr*d upin the deeps; 
Black Caves wide Chaſms which who ſee confeſs 
Types of of the " ſo deep, fo bottomleſs: 


Theſe 


e 
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Theſe myſteries, though I fain would not behold, 


You to my view unfold : 
Like an Old Roman Criminal, to the high 
Tarpeian Hill you force me up, that 1 
May ſobe hurried headly down, and Die, 


VI. 


Mention not then | 

The ſtrength, and faculties of men; 
Whoſe Arts cannot expell 
Theſe anguiſhes, this boſome-Hell, 
When down my aking headT lay 
In hopes to ſlumber them away ; 

Perchence I do beguile 

The Tyranny a while, 
One or two,minutes, then they throng again 
And reaſſault me with a trebled pain : 

Nay though I ſobin Fetters, they | 
Spare me notthen ; perplex me each fad day, 


Andwhom g very 1 Turk would pity, ſlay. 


Hence, 


POEMS. 6x 
VIIT. | 
Hence, Hence, (my Jaylors 1) Thoughts be 
Let my Tranquillities alocgde. ' (gone, 
 Shill Timbrace | | 
A Crocodile; or place 
My-choice affeRions on the fatal Dart, 
That ſtabs me td the heart ? 
I hate your curſt proximity, 
Worſe than the venonr'd arrows lieads that be 
Cramm'd in the quivers of my Deſtiny. 


A Dooms-Day T bought. 
Anno 16 5 g. 


Udgment ! two ſyllables can make 
'The havghtieſt Son of Adam ſhake; 
'Tis coming, and *twill ſurely come 
The dawning to that Day of Doom; 
| Oth'morningbluſhof that dread day; 
| When Heav'nand Earth ſhall ieal away, 


Shall 


65 IN. M $. 
Shalli in their oy Chaos hide, 
Rather than th' angry Judge abide : 
;Tis not faroff; metbinks Iſce 
Among the Stars ſome dimmer be ; 


Some tremble, as their Lamps did fear 


A Neighbouring Extinguiſher. 

The greater Lurhinaries fail, 

Their Glories by Eclipſes vail, 

Knowing ere long their borrow'd Light 
Muſt fink in th' Univerſal Night, 
When I behold a Miſt ariſe, 

Strait to the ſame aſtoniſh't Eyes, 
Th-afcending Clouds do's repreſent, 
A Scene of th* ſmoaking Firmament;. 
Ofc when I hear a bluſtering Wind 
With a tempeſtuous murmur joyn'd; 
I phancy, Nature in this blaſt, 
PraQtice's how to breath her Laſty 

Or ſigh's for poor Mans miſery, 

Or pant's for fair Eternity. 


Goto the dull Church-yard, and ſee 
Thoſe Hillocks of Mortality. 


POEMS. 
Where proudeſt Man is only found: : + 
By a ſmall ſwelling inthe Groun@;- 
What Crouds of Careaſles gre matte: 
Slave to the Pickax and the Spade! 
Dig but a foot, or: ewo,; to make - : | 
A Cold Bed, for thy dead Friends fake; 
Tis odds but in that ſcantling-room, . . 
Thou robb'ſ another of-his- Tomb, - 
Orin thy delving ſmut'{t upon ... _ 
A Shinbone, or 4 Cranipo. 

When th' Priſon's full, what int can be. 


But the Grand Goal Dehvery ? :- +. 1 "20 


The Great Aſjze, when the pale ay 
Shall gape, and render up its Prey ;;; ;- 
When from the Dungeon of the-Grave. 


The meager Throng themſclves ſhall heave, --. 


Shake off their Linaen Chains, .and gaze 
With wonder, when the world ſhall blaze, 


Then climb the Mountains, ſcale the Rocks, 


Force op'n the Deep's Eternal Locks, 
Beſeech the Cliſts to lend an Ear, 


Obdurate they, and will not hear. 
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What? ne're «Cavernne're a Grot - "I Wha 
To cover from the common Lot? | 
No quite forgotten Hold, toly | Urs 
Obſcur'd, and paſs the reck'ning by?  — | yy; 
No——Ther's a quick all piercing Eye 
Can throughthe Eartli's dark Center pry; "0 
Search into th? bowels of the Sea, 
And comprch-nd Eternity: 

What ſhall we do then, when tlie voice 
Of the ſhrill T-amp with Rrong fierce noiſe 
Shall pierce our Ears, and ſummon all 


To th' Univerle wide Judgment-Hall ? b 
 Whatſhalt wedo, we cannot hide, + N 
4 Nor yet that ſcrutiny abide-: | 47 P?, 


When enlarg'd Conſcience loudly ſpeaks, 
And all our boſom-ſecrets breaks ; 
When flames ſurround, and greedy Hel 
Gapes for a Booty, (<ho can dwell 


Witheverlaſting Burnings !) when © > 
Irrevocable words ſhall paſs on Men ; | y 
Poor naked Men, who ſometimes, thought | A 


Theſe frights perhaps would come to nought } 
| What 


POEMS.9 6g 
What ſhall we do! we catinot run 

| For Refuge, or the ſtrict Judge ſhun? 

' I Tis too late ther to think what courſe to take, 
While we live here, we muſt proviſion make. 


—_— 


Virtus ſola mahet, cxtera . 
mortis erunt. 
L. 
Tnhuam ſitivi, gue vehit atreo 
> V Pactolus atveo fumina ; quo magh 
Pot atur Hermus, tanto auvare 
Mentis Hydrops ſaibundus ardtt; 
18; 


Fruſtra cadaci carceris tncola 
Molirer Arces - quilibet angulus 
Sat ofſa pofl manes reponet ; 

' Exiguum ſatis eft Sepulchrum: 


F 
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I”. 


| | Nel flemma penſo, nil titulos moroy, 
Ceraſve aviti ſanguinis indices, 
Junt ifta fatorum, - inque Lethes 
Nanfragium patientur undis. 


IV. 


Ergo in quieto pefforis ambitu 
Quzd Mens anhelas fulgura glorie, 
Laudeſque inanes, & loquacem 


Que populi ſedet ore, faman. 
- 
Letho ſuperſies gloria, ſommit 
Dulcedo vana eſt, fama malignior, 


Nil tangit umbras, ner feretrum 
Ingreditur Popularis Aura. 


VI, 


Manſura ſettor, ſola ſed invids 
Expers Sepulchri ſydera trajicit, 


Pr, 


Uto 


E199 


An] 
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Fpernenſque fatorum rumultus 
Pellit humum generoſa Virtus, 


VIE. 


67 


Praceps novorum cetera menſtuni 

Conſumet e145, ſerdque temporis "© 
Delebit annoſiveiuſt as 

Utopice nova Regna Lune. 


Tranſlated, 
t: 
7 Never thirſted for the Golden Flood, 
Lwhick o'r re Paffolus wealthy ſands do's roul, 


From whence the covetous mind receives rio good; 
But rather ſwells the dropfic of his Soul. 


I. 
0n Pallaces why ſhould I ſet my Mind, 
Impriſon'd in his Bodies mouldring clay ? 
Ere long to poor ſix foot of Earth contin'd, 
Whoſe bones muſt crumble at the fatal days . , 


= Titles 
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In, 


Titles and Pedigrees, what are they to me, 
Or honour gain'd by our Fore-Fathers toil, 
The Sport of Fate, whoſe gaudieſt Pageantry 
Lethe will waſh out, dark Oblivion ſoyl? _ 


IV. 


Why then (my Squl) who fain would be at eaſe, 
. Should the Worlds glory dazle thy bright Eye! 


Thy ſelf with vain applauſe why ſhould'ſt- thou 
(pleaſe, 
Or dote on 0 Fate, which Fools may take from 


Praiſe after death is but a pleaſant dream, 
The Dead fare ne*r the worſe for ill report ; 

The Ghoſts below know nothing of a Name, 
Nor ever r Popular Carcilſes court, * 


"Vi. 
Give me the faſting Good, Vertae, that flies, 
,cfnove the Clouds, that tramples on dull Earth, 
_ 


(They v1 


That 
Up « 


Het 
That 
The 
an 


ſe, 
Tye! 


thou 
eaſe, 


Tom 
hee? 


jw 
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Exempt from Fates tumultuous Matinies, 
Verine, that cannot need a ſecond Birth : 


VIE 


All other chings' _. bend their heads to Time, & 
By Ages mighty Torrent born away, pn & 
Hereafter no more thought on than my Rhimay 


Or Fairy Kingdoms in held 


- Palm : I. 5. Parapbras d..: 
VERSE 1. 


#1 Swe Is 


bas 
7Ho ſhall appreach the dread Jehovd's 


Or dwell within thy Courts, O Holy One 1. 
That happy man whoſe feet ſhall tread the Road 
Up Sox's Hill, that Holy Hill of God, 


 VERSERNW. 


He that's devout and tri i in all he does 

That through the ſinful World uprightly goes, 

The deſp'rate heights from whence the great ones 

ns with fame) turn-not his head at all; (fall) 
| F 3 Stands 


fo por My. 


Stands firm on Honours pinnacle, and ſo 
Fears not the dreadfu! preeipice below, 

Qf Conſcience, not of May, he ſtands i in awe, 
Juſt to obſerve each tittle of the Law! L | Loſ 
His words and thoughts bear # not a double part, 
Flis] breaſt i is open , and he ſpeaks! his heart, O 


| He 
VERSE: I-20 10) Wh 
He that reviſes: not, or with cruel words, c 


(Deadly as verionl, ſharp as two e&g's ſwords) 
Murthers his Friends repute, nor dares believe, 


That Rumour which his neighbour's ſoul may 


$001k, , (grieve: 
But with kind aids embalms his bleedin) xe 
Wipes off the tuſt, and pong his ins | 


EE 


He in whoſe eyes the braveſt ſinners be 
Extreamil y vile, though rob'd i in Majeſty ; ; 
But if he ſpies a righteous man (though poor) .. 
Him ketan honohr , love, admire, adore, 


fn ira: Is humbled plains had rather ilay, 
Then in the Tents of _ bear the _ | 


5; 
"hf $ He EP 
x " . . 
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| He that feverely keeps his ſacred vow, 


Nomental eſervation dares allow , 
But what he Fears, intends; will rajher dy, 
Loſe all he has, than tell a ſo/ewm Ly. 


VERSE V. 


He that extorts not from the needy Soul, 

When Laws his Tyranny cannot controul ; +?! 
He whom a:thouſand Empires cannot hire, 
Againſt a guiltleſs perſonto conſpire; | 


He that has theſe perfeAtions, needs no more 


What treaſures can-be added'to his ſtore : 4 


The Pyramids ſhall turn to duſt, to hide 
Their own vaſt bulk, and haughty Founders pride; 


Leviathan ſhall dye within his deep ; 


The eyes of Heavencloſe in eternal ſleep ; 
Confuſion may o'rewhelm both Sea, and Land ; 
Mountains may tumble down, hut he ſhzll ſtand. 


JOB 


] O B 


320 be the days that feeble man muſt breath, 
Yet frequent Troubles antedare. his death: 
"Gay like a flow'r he comes, which newly grown, 
Fades of it ſelf, ors untimely mown: A 34 
Like a thin Aery ſhadow does he flie,.,. 
Lengthning and ſhortningf ſtill until he die : 
And'does Jehovah think on ſuch'z one, 

Does he behold him from his niighty throne ? 7 
Will he contend with ſuch a wotthleſs thing, 


Or Duſt and Aſhesin into o Judgment bing 7. ping 


&, 
T 
v6 


Naclean, unclean i is man ev” n n from the Womb, 


we we £S-74 


Surdly, he cannot ariſwer God, nor "ag ; 
Accounted pure, before ſuch purity, 
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' Nudus Redibo. 


{r 


AkedI came, when I began to be 
- A man among the Sons of Miſery, 
Tender, unarm'd, helpleſs and quite forlorn 
3 | Exefince 'twas my bard fortune to be born ; 
oo and when the ſpace of a few weary days 
+ | Shallbe expir'd, then muſt I go my Ways. 
' Naked [ ſhall return, and nothing have, | 
Nothing wherewith to bribe-my hungry grave. | 


"ih / Then what's the proudeſt Monarch? S glrrering 
of Robe 

+ | Orwhat's he more, than I that rul'd the Globe 2? 2? 

b, | Since we muſt all without diftiadion die, | 


And ſlumber both ſtark naked, He andT. 
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Veen 2 2 


4N.ELEGY 
Onthe EARL of 


SANDWICH 


F there were oughtin Verſe,at once could raiſe 
Or tender pity, or immortal praiſe, 
Thine Obſequies, brave Sandwich would require” ; 
What ever would our nobler thoughts inſpire ; * 
But ſince thou finFſt by thy unhappy fate, 
What 'tis to be unfortunately Great, 
And purchaſe Honour at too dear a rate : 
The Muſes beſt attempt, how e're deſign'd 
Cannot but-prove impertinently kind, 
- Thy glorious Valouri is a Theam too bigh, 
For all the humble Arts of Potlie, 
To ſide with chance, and Kingdoms over-rug 
Arc little things Ambitious Men have done ; 
But on a flaming Ship thus to deſpiſe 
hat life, which others did fo highly prize ; | 


WI 


t 
j 
} 


To fight with Fire, and ſtruggle with a Wave, 


And Neptune with unwearied Arms out-brave, | 


Arc deeds ſurpaſſing fabulous Chronicle, 

And which no future Ape can parallel ; 
Leviathan himſelf's outdone by Thee, 

Thou greater wonder of the Deep, than he : 
Nor could the Deep thy mighty Aſhes hold, 
The Deep that ſwallows Diamonds and Gold, 
Fame ev'a thy ſacred Relicks, does purſue, 
Richer than all the Treaſures of Pers : 

While the kind Sea, thy breathleſs body brings 


Safe x9 the bed of Honour and of Kings. - 


—_— —— 
$a F a 
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An Epitaph on the Earlof '- 


SANDWICH. 


Ere lies the Duſt of char illuſtrious Man, 
That triumph't o're the Ocean ; 
Who for his Country nobly courted death, 
And deatly fold his glorious Breath, 


L— 
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Ori in a word, in his cold narrow Grave -Þ yet 

Sandwich the Good, the Great, the Brave, , | The 
(Oh trail Eſtate of Sublunary things /) _ 
Lyes equal here with England: greateſt Kings. 


/ —_— 


PASTORAL: 


If fi 
v3 Napa 2 Hox 
TT break of day poor Cetadon 
Hard by his Sheepfolds walk't alone, 
His Arms a croſs, his Head bow*'d down, 
His Oaten Pipe beſides him thrown, 
When Thir/is hidden in #Thicket by, : . 
Thus heard the diſcontented Saghned ctye 
II. =" Þ- | Ifai 
pas My 


What is it Ce/2don has done,  . 
That all his Happineſs is gone ! 
The Curtains of the dark are drawn, 
And chearful morn begins to dawn, 


Yet in my breaſt *tisever dead of night, 
That can admit tio beam of pleaſant light, 
EI 
You pretty Lambs dolecap and play 
To welcom the new kindled day, 
Your Shepherd harmleſs, as are you, 
' Why 'is he not as frolick too / 


If ſuch diſturbance th' Innocent attend, 
How differs he from them that dare offend ! 


IV.. 


Ye Gods! orlet medie, or live, 
If I muſt die, why this reprieve ? 
If you would have me live, O why 
Is it with me as thoſe that die ! 
Ifaint, I gaſp, Ipant, my eyes areſet, 
My Cheeks are pale, and Lamliviog yet, | 


V. 
Ye Gods! ITnever did withold 
The fatteſt Lamb of all my fold, 


2 POEMS. 
But on your Altars laid it down, 
And with a Garland did it crown. 

Is it in vain to make your Altar ſmoke ? 

Is it all one, to pleaſe, and to provoke ? 


VI; 
Time was that I could ſit and ſmile, Thy 
Or with a dance the Time beguile, Tot 


' My Soul like that ſmooth lake was ſtill, 
Brighit as the Sun behind yon Hill, 
-Like yonder ſtately Mountain clear, and high, 
Swift, ſoft, and gay as that ſame Butterfly. 


Vit. 
But now Withis there's Civil War, to 
In artms my rebel Paſſions are, All c 


Their old Allegiance laid afide, 

The Teaitors now in Triumph ride ; 
That many headed Monſter has thrown down 
Its lawful Monarch Reaſon, from its Throne. 


EO. 1 RES 
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VIII. 


mo 
7 
- SLfLaF F 


See unrelenting Sylvia, See, 
\ All this, and more is long of Thee : 
For e'r I ſaw that charming face, 
Uninterrupted was my peace, 
Thy glorious beamy eyes have ſtruck me bling, 
To my own Soul the way I cannot find. 


IX. 
Yet is it not thy fault nor mine 
Heav'n is to blame, thatdid not ſhine 
Upon us both with equal Rays, 
Tt made thine bright, mine gloomy days, 
To Sylvia beauty gavey and riches ſtore, 
All Celadon's offence is, he is poor, , 


df | 
Unlucky Stars poor Shepherds have, | 
Whoſe love is fickle Forrune's Slave : 


Thoſe golden days are out of date, 
When every Turtle choſe his Mate : 


Cupid 
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Cupid that mighty prince theri uncontroul'd, W 
Now like a little Negro's bought and ſold, 5b 
On Me Death of £5 
Mr. Pelham Humfrics Fon 
Paſtoral Song. "BY 
Id you tiot hear the hideous Grone, 
The Shrieks, and heavy Mene 
That fpread themſelves o're all the penfive plain; 
And rent the breaſt of mariy a tender Swain ? FE 
' "Twas for Amintas, Dead and gone. |. F 
Sing ye forſaken Shepherds, ſing Hi Praiſe | F 
In careleſs Melancholy Layes, | H 
Lend Him a little doleful Breath : He c 
| Poor Amintas ! cruel Death! 
"Twas Thox could'it make Dead words tolive, Kne' 
Thos that dull numbers could'ſt inſpire W 
With char ming Voice, and tuneful Lyr (op? Whe 


That Life toal), but to Thy ſelf could'ſt give; 
Why 


* 


in; 


c 


BOSE DOSY. as 

Why could'&;Thew not. :1b4y woandrays Art bequeath 
+7..7. Poor Aminias! Cruel Death! 

| Ling pious Shepherds; while:you-may, '- © 
"_ th” approaches of the Fatal Day: _ 
For you yout levesthat fing this mournful Song, : 
a> Nadf Gteir belong © : 

Shall, like Amintas Breathleſs be,.... 


R— —_— 


' Though more forgotten in the Grave, than He. 
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The Miſtake. 

Heard a young Lover in terrible pain, | (leaſt; 
From whence it he pleas'd; he might ſoon;beree 
He Swore, and he Vow'd again.and again, 

He could not out-live the turmoils.of his breaft ; 
Bur, alas, the young Laves1 ſound. (ground; 
Knew little. how; cold ;Love- woulg.-prove. under 
Why __ FE: A prithes Love. tell me 


nal a: neared 20s . (why, 
Where my own Fleſh and Blood muſt give mo the 
ks (Lye! 


Let 
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Ter em! rant while the will and heir DeQtiid 
130% (brave; 

They 1: find chl fares vaaih aoiqhis ;fide the 


{EI A SUORGIOTS.  (Gtaves 
For tho! all addreſes: on purpaſe aremade ...... | Ha 


Tobe huddledto re beter tis'at wa 4 ſpade 
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| br ne're believe for $/rephor's ſake 
That Love,(what er its fond pretences be 
& riot a ſlave to mutability, Lf ugy i 
The Moon atid that alike of change partake : PER 

Tears are weak, atidcangot bind, by 

' Yowes alas'/ Vit empty wind: 
= The greateſt Artthar Nathte gave 

Toth" Amorous Hypoeriteto wakt Him kind, 

"IM erehe die will rake irs leave” | 
> Had you but ſeen, as 1 have done, 
© $yephon'sHears, andhicard his tone, 


[1 
= 


How 
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os How pale his Cheek, how dim his Eye, 
i As if with Chlovi5 he tefoly'd'to dye; ps 
: | And when'her tporlefs'8oul was fled | 


Heard his amazing praiſes of the Dead ; 
i” Yetin a very little time addreſs 

His flame to another $hepherdeſs: 
— | na few days giving bis Love the Lye; 
You'd be as _ af ——— 4s ad 


*% » 2 4 fFYyE C. v * 
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Weeping at Parting. 
e) oO IN Ws 
1. 


G2 ET. Oriant, go, 
Thou feeſt the Gotls will hav elt fog | 


Alas! Alas! *tis mich it vain” 

Ot their ill uſage to complain, 

To curſe them when we waar relief, 
Leſſens our courage, not our grief : 
Dear Or:ana wipe thine eye, 


The Time may tome, that thou, and I 
Wy 209 Shali 


$:£5..4: 6 
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Shall meet again, long, long to prove 


Waat Vigour abſence adds to love, - 
Smile Or1ana then,, 8nd let me ſee, 


Taat look ag4i0y which ſtole my wced 


It. 

But fay ther, Orianadie, | 

And that ſad moment may be nigh; 

The Gods that for a year can ſever, 
--...-.Uf it pleaſe them can part ns ever ; 

They that refreſh, can make us weep, 

And into Death can fengrhen fleep, 

Kind Or:ana ſhould I hear 

The thing I-ſo extreamly fear, 

'Twill not be ſtrange, if it be ſaid, 

After a while, I too, am dead, 
Weep Or iana, weep, for who does know, 
Whether we er ſhall meet agairi below. 


Rep 
Tha 


latt 
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T he Deſperate Lover. 


I, 


Mighty King of Terrors, come! 
'Command thy Slave to his long home : 

Great Santuary Grave / to thee 

In throngs the miſerable flie ; 

Encircl'd io thy frozen Arms, 

They bid defiance to their harms, 
Regardleſs of thoſe pond?rous little things, 
That diſcompoſe th? uneaſic heads of Kings, 


I. 


[a the cold Earth the Pris'ner lies 
Ranſom'd from all his miſeries, 
Himſelf forgotten , he forgets 
- Hiscruel Creditors, -and Debts ; 
And therein everlaſting peace _ ' 
Contentions with their Authors ceaſe, 
T4 | A Turf of Graſs or Monument of Stone, 
[Umpires the pretty competition. 


G 3 Thy 
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IE. 


The di ſappointed Lover there, 
Breaths not a ſigh nor ſheds a tear; 
With us (fond fools) he never ſhares = 
In ſad perplexities and cares; + A 
The Willow near his Tomb that grows 


Revives his Memory, not his Woes, -_ 

' Orrain, or ſhine, he is advanc't above My 
Thr affronts of Heaven, and ſtratagets of Loye. 
- | - | 50m 

Then mighty King of Terrors come, [ = 
Command thy Slave-to his long home, "" 

And thou my friend that lov'ſt me beſt, I The 

Scal up theſe eyes that brake my reſt ; - © "8 

Put out the lights, befpealer my Knell, Linc 

And then eternally farewel, My: 

Tis all th' amends our-wretched Fates can "a The 
That none can force a deſperate Man to Live, But 


e--3 


'The || 
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4 SONG, 


| I' A Dieu fond Warld, ang all thy Wiles, 
i } + AThy haughey frowns, and Treachergus iegileg- 
They that behold thee with my eye, I” 
Thy double dealing wilt deſpiſe; "i £ 
From thee falſe Would, my deadly Foe; 
Into ſome defart erine go; 
Some gloomy melancholly Gave, 
Dark and ſilent as the Grave, | 
Let me withdraw 3 "where I may be 
From thine i impertinencies free - © 
There when I hear the Tartle  grone,, 
How ſweetly would'f make ty motic $ 
Kind Ph:lomet would teach me there 
My ſorrows pleaſantly to. bear: EE” 
| TherecouldI eorteſpond with' note 
But Heaven; 'mndiny'© own hl alone, 


my anal 
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T be Reſolve. 
Yr | [f H 
DE wg OTTER Why 
3.00% WF» | : 
[- | Ad Phillis LET Charmes, nor WR F 
| More than the reſt of women Wear, 1's " 
Levell'd by Fate with common. faces, ral / 
Yet Damon could elem her an 1 
Good natur! Love &an ſoon forgive, | | ”-= one. 
Thoſe petty injuries « of Lime... SE. -i7."3 cr BN anel 
And all th affronts of Years- imopyte.: 1 4417: coef 


Toher misfortune, pohhgr Hae. .-- 1:-4 I Not! 


©2913 08 - ne T0 | ; 7 
Wedlock put's Love: ppon the Weick, . # OY Wy 
Makes it confeſs. ts Rl the ſupe. 1408 
An Icy Age, asit appear 'd, bo { 
_ », Artfirſt when all was lively. flame: Þ5: 
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If Hymen's _ whoſe, ears are bord, 
Thus conſtant hy'compulſion be, 

my ſhould not choice indear usmore 
"Than n chew thel hard neceſſity, FM | 7 


Af, . AC 'fi 73 | (LT i C0 : 52;8 

Phillis 1 "tis "_ ., thyGhafs does Fin! + 
But ſince mine too keeps equal. yy 21k 

My filver hairs may trouble thee, :- 


As much as. me _ tuin\$Fuce; 
Then let us conſtany he's as Heaven, - « 
| Whoſe Laws inyiolable , Sos 
Not like thoſe rambling Meteors there + 
That forctel ls, and doppoer 


gan 


 $28% —_—_— tos b'xiitnde vieyges 
$6 ſhall a pleaſing calm *.. 16a 

.__ Ourlong uneaſfie Deſtiny, 

$0 ſhall our loves, and lives expire 


© IP: Oe 
, *** From Storms and Tempeſt ever free: 


Love's. 
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FOE Bravo. 
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Wi Hy ſhould we murgur, why mplag | 
Phillis at thy Fate, or mine ? 
Like Pris'ners, why do we thoſe Fettors ſhake, 
' Which geivher thou, nee ana 
There i is a betthy way to defflc Face, 
If Mertals wanldbut mindit;: i 
;And "tis get hard tofindit:: \ 
Who would be happy, myſt be -—<_ : My 
He muſt deſpiſe thoſe Stars that fright, . 
Only Fools that dread the night, 
Time and chance he muſt out-braye, = C3 
He that crouches | 15 their Slave. : 
Thus the wife Pagans ll at caſe, Twe 
Bravely chaſtjz'd their 1/2448 : 
Urnoien milo nul ets; 3 1212 20] And 


NN 
, LI 


T be. Experiavion.. 
SONG. 


| 
© | TX 7 Hy did lever ſee theſe glorious os + 
| YV My fagih't Soul to Tantaliaet = 
| | Thop'd for Heav'n, whieh 148d 6-6 HP IT 
4%] But ner Perceiy'd the Qulph betwoen;--: 
la vain for bliſs did my- a 2 9 
9M My loye:ſaftrong.  / 5 1A 
I caaldnathold my toogurs  - 
My heart fo feeble that L dari nor ſpeak 


11287 ; IL. | 
tf | Tet why doI my eanſlitutions blame 


Since all my heart is out of frame / 
Twere better (fure): my paſſion 104ppeaſn, .- ---- 


With lope topalkate my difeaſe: | --- :: 
:{! 12 And ewill be famething like Pop nngy: 72 
To-hope for that nA 
I muſt:votcanipa(s yer. Tl 


{1 Ang —_ Vertue of Neceny.. 
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Coridon Converted. 
SONG. 
| + I&Þ 
WA” Coridon a Slave did lie, 
Eatangledin his Phillis eye, | 
How:did he figh ! how did he grone! G 


How melancholy was his tone! - 12 And 
He told his ſtory tothe woods, 1-3 Tof 
And wept bis paſſion bythe floods; - . - And 


But Phils, craet Phillis, too too blame; © Wit 
Regardednothis ſufferings, nor hisflame, --|| 


n. | v N 

- I But: 

Then Cor: dow reſolv'd-no more -- -- 18 Tor 
His Miſtreſs Mercy.:to implore ; ': . . DE ror 


f How did he laugh; how did he fing? :-  - iff 0; 7 
How did:hemake the Forreſtring/ : ' | wy} 
He told his Conqueſts to the woods, |. Or1 
Anddrown'd his paſſions.irthe flaods : | 

Then PhiDis, cruel Phillis, leſs ſevere : 

Would have had him, But he would none of her ih 

v 2 £4 S 3 ; fe hy 
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FO NG: 
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gp faith I never was but once ſo mad. - 
To dote upon ah idle woman's F, acEy :- £ = 
And then alas/ my. fortune was fo bad: , 

Toſce another choſen i in my places : ; YES oP 4 
And yetT courted her I'm very ſure 
With Love as true as his was, and as pure. 
IT, 


Lag? 


But i I ever be ſo fond apain . 
To undertake the ſecond part of Love, 

To reaſſume that moſt unmanlike pain, 

Or after ſhipwrack do the Ocean prove ; 

My Miſtreſs muſt be gentle, kind, and free, _ 
OrTle be as indifferent as ſhe, 


2 Archer Aerati ode; 

j Herd 65 & KVAters lowry th, 
X Envidis'&f Nutite's get Born price; 
Her lighted ſel" hkhiis refletted oft 


T1 "137 fr} 


__ Ih SOSNEEE: 
Of "w 4 F $$ » 75 4 
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GEES 


a, - —_— 


- Alas} that Nature ſhould revive 
Theſe flowers, which after Winter's ſhow 


Spring freſh apHniuhd brightet lhew, 
But for oar faite Sex itt contrive hy | 
408... C3 S3NS673 } 4-3415 i{ }-. 
Beautyſlike theirda ſhort livething;” | wes 
- * "On usinvaih ſhe did ns” = _ 


| | Beauty that only once can grow, 
An Autumn has, but knows ne ſecond Spring. 
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AD IA L 66 I 4m 
Cloris and Partheni '" —_ : - 


=M [* Wy 46ſt hong adec eat —_ 

Hard heart&ff Parthenifa, why t 

: F5c how the trembling mig peed x At c 
. + Flhat from thy lips expe tbeirdoant., «:; 1... 1.05 
-..4 09, Cloris! Thate them all, they k know, 

- Utay T have often told them ſo;— —— 

Their filly. politick's abborr'd; 

oy [foro 2 LEE 'my Slaverhy AE 


JE But Strephor's eyes proclaim, is Mou 

Foo brave, tyrannical to prove* ** : 

"1 BP, Ah Cloris ! when we hoſe ur pow'r 

Ve muſt obey the.Conquerour, PEE no 

: +77 I. Yet where « gentle Priace bear's fas p. 
ltis no bondage to obey : nf molt [oo os 

F. But if like Nero, for awhile, Y 

'JVith arts of kindac& be beguile 3 

al 


'P OEM & 


How ſhall the Tyrant be withſtood ! ! 
When he has writ his Laws i in blood "2 


C. Love; Pabouifa) a all <a | 


Te ferters Ki ing armin bands ; ; 


2. 


| And ny ſoften! s forget 55 


T nothing Was he /Nois 7"NOR vo:\.o} 
K:Þl bim aw x2 anche ”r 5: J0RF: 008} 
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A DIALOGtE.” "ug 
Orpheus. and: ' Euridice, cool 


.Orphens:; fo: ! ve) 1H '@ 


Uridice, my fdir, my fair Earidics pO 

L My love, my joy, my life; ifſothoube” 5-7 ;) 
Tn Plato's Kingdom anſwer me, appear” © 411 
And come to thy poor Orphrus—.:! 1; 1,4 4 
—Y | _ Eu QhT bear,;:; ; 1 
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| Idear, dear Oyphevs, but Fcannot come = = 
Beyond the bounds of dult Cy WORC NN 
Icannot — o VOERLUEG 
- Or; And why wilt thou not draw near? 
_ Is there-withi# theſe Courts a-ſhade fo dear 4 
As he-that calls thee ? x 
| Eur, No, there cantot be. 
A thing (6 lovely in mine eyes as thee. | - 
Orph. Why comesnot then' Earidice? Pann; 
| Eur. The F ates 
Thr Fates forbid, and theſe eternal Gates 
Never unbarr'd, to let a Pris'nep go, .,. 


Reny me pallage; tay print Lerberis tdo 


Stands at the door — 


- Y 
Meet 5k] 


Orp, 1 But Gantt then * 
They that 0're Lethe go, return agen? Eo 
Eur. Never, oh never . = 


- Orp. ite chey may, lr uy, 
If Art can ntill the Laws: of Deſhay, 36 
My Layes compacted Thebes, made every Tres 
Looſen it's roots to caper; come let's $ ſee . 
What thou and I can do? 


: , 


"4 -. 


. . 
Chor, 
o 

\ 


Wt oli: Ferohanc the. $rong(; : 
And mov'd to Py. ces þ 39% 
Fa 1890 WES 35; 42 "ar Hock the hinges move | But 

© Cytol unbarr' p » Jeounys, I come:my/loye;; :; || And 


4 


EE Cc horus amborum.' © oreieg *Þ yet 


Twas Muſick, only Mafick, could un«ſpel-.. : \ 
Helplſe ndoas Exredice from Hell | Ny : 
. 2:16] If? 


E Tke a.Dog wich: TT faſt ti d to ” fi ar E "IH 
a Elke Vermin in 2 .frap,. or.a Thief i in a Jail, | 


-Or like Tory i ins Vog,.. 7 
Fi ; Oran Amt vith alog: 7 002." NO 
-:: att is the man, whowh en he PR Re free, 6 Gut s 
Docs his liberty-to loſe, . i W_ | 
- $374 3 Jer Bo gt} {03 £24. .4 1 'Tijl | 
For: Marrinonyn nooke, 100-2 FE: £308 
And ſells bimfel into captivity ; - L Pe Good 


The TOY he do's how), whee _ potile does ; Jogs | 


2.-* , az 
$45 Lag %*4 


# 


Bt | The Vermin, the Thief, and the Tory in vain 
Met the trap, bf theJall, 'of the Quagmire; com 

2d On 
ve || Bur welfate Poor Pag Morhe plays with his Clog; 
{4,3 | And though he would be rid 6n't rather than his 


(lite, 
Yet he lug'sit ard be hvb'sir, as a mandoes his 
(wile. 
"A The C econd port! wy, 
off * 64% O. NG 
#2 J JOw tappy'thing wete i Wi ting 
JE And *Bedding'1 1 mon , 
* (0 Bia Man might purciaſe a Wife " abc pics 
2 | Fora twelve month'and a'day ; | £11 124 ONLY 
But to live with her all a man$Tife lt © 3 OL 


For ever ahd for ay, 
4% $'Till ſhe grow as.gray as a Cat, 
24 $6ood faith Mr: Parſon, I thang.$ov for thats 


AdViIte 


wo POE TY "= 


Advice to an Old Man if fa "8 vile 
aboxt to o Marry 4 Girle of fxteen. i 


j 


CON G.. 
ec ” Pro! 
F 7 Ow fie upon him / what is Man, C 
' Whoſe Life at beſt is but a ſpan ? ; 


-  Whentoan Inak it dwindles down, 
Ice in his bones, Snow on his Crown, 
That he within his crazy brain, 
- Kind thoughts of Love ſhould entertain; | 
That he, when Harveſt comes ſhould plow; 
. And when tis time to reap, go ſow, ] 

Whoin imagination only ſttong, _. - | , 
Tho' twice #Child.cannever twice grow young: ; | The 


SP SEES 


Il. ED Ju | N 


-  Naturedidthoſe deſign for Fools, © | ®*' 
That ſue for work,' yet have no Tools, - 


* (LA 


\ G 
Of E o Ds” 


p What fellow can there be 
re | Tn ſuch aftrange diſparity ? 
we Old age miſtakes rhe youthful breaſt, 
" Love dwells gorghere, -but Intereſt = 
> Alas Good Man / take thy repoſe, 


| Get Ribband for thy thumbs, and Toes, 
Provide thee Flannel, ang a ſheet of Lead, 
Think on. thy Colin hd Bridal Bee 


A— 


| SONG, 
"mn | = 
1 a OM-.0 
Did but crave that I nyght kiſs, 

It not her Lip, at leaſt her Hand, 
The cooleſt Lover's frequent bliſs, . AT62} 
| And rude is ſhe that will withſtand * 
I | Thar inoffenfivelibertys 2412 495k 
| She (would you think it):in a fume © 55? nom | 
Turn'd hier about andileftitho-Reony”!! 1! | 


30 Not ſhe, the vow!d,. notfhey''- 573 -: 3 we) : 
("1 H ; wet” 


Ld 4 


8 G 
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Well Charzefſab thenfaid hy 0 b> © £3 FoO 
: - > Firmuſtthus {eever be, 77 - Tha 
: | I can renounce my ſlavery, FE ED4 58 

 =N And fince you wiltnot, 'cati't be: free, 

oy '- "Many time ſhe made me dye, rank 

=. Yet (would you think) I lov'd the more, tt 

"= But I le not tak't; as heretofore, 

- Nor. I, Ile v vow not F. 


| 
- . 3 L , % 
4 Ya dry ne og Us 5s Y A > a 


Orr 


SONG. : 
AdI but known ſome:years 2go 
What wretched Lovers undergo. 
*- The Tempeſts and;the-ſftorms that rife 
= From their beloved's dangerous EYES» 
: With Talk oy tarinene = endure To 


RE DOEMS yo} 
Long fince T had my error ſeen, . 

Long fince reparited'of myiin+< py: % 

Too late the Souldier dread's the Rnngin ſound 
That newly has receiv'd his mortal wound. 


But ſo adventurous was $I 

My Fortunes'all alone totry, 7 

Needs muſt Tkiſsthe burnivg hight, 

Becauſe it ſhin'd, becanſe *twas bright, ; 

My heart with youthful heat on fire, 

I thought ſome God did me inſpire ; 

_ And that blind zeal emboldned me, 
Tattempt Alihea's Deity ; 

lectly thoſe happy pow'rs that dwell above, 

Or never courted, or enjoy'd their loye. 


” 


Y CY: M wi 


The Deſiane A 

©N het © $0.XG. Ty Irv! 

7 B* not tao proud imperious Dame, © 
TY Your charms arc tranſitory thiogs, 


' May melt, while you at Heaven aim, 

Like Icarws's waxen wings; 
And you a part in his misfortunes bear, | \ 
Drown'di in a briny. Occanof - | 


= $fonc 


You think your beauties are abovg. - 
The Poets Brain, and Painters Hand, 
As if upon the Throne of Love 

You only ſhould the World command : 


uit 

Yet know, though you preſume your title true, » 
x ol are pretenders, that will Rival you. For 
Ht. Fha 


There's an experienc't Rebel, Time, 


Andi in his Rs Poverty ; 
There's | * 


POEMS. wy 
There's Age that nas $ along with him 
A terrible Artillery 4 + +1 + 
And if againſt all theſe > Aa keep'ſt thy Crown, 
Tl! Uſurper Death will make thee lay it down. 


*_*, Ou a 


T be Surrender. 
SONG. iy 
Yield, I Yield! Divine A/rhes, fees *-- 
[ ' Howproſtrate at thy feet I, bow, 
| fondly in love with my Captivity, 
'| — SoweakamlT, ſomighty thou? 
Not long ago I could dekie, 
Arm'd with Wine and Compan Y, 
Beauties whole Artillery : 
Quite vanquiſh't now by thy miraculous Charms z 
Here fair, Althea, take my Arms, 
For ſure he cannot be of Humane Race, 
That can reſift ſo bright, ſo ſweez a Faces | 


"T5 EE” 


pb nr by wr ue SC I I OIM wen 2i0Y a 
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. -- 6ince 
= YLet nu: 
7 Song”. 5 
"i | X;. __.{Whe 
Hy ſo ſeriogs; why "a grave? 

Man of $fIPY why ſo muddy ? _ 
Thy felf irom chance thou canſt not fave | «+ 
With all thy care and ſtudy. | 

' Look mertily then , and take thy repoſe ; ; 

For *tis to ho purpoſe to look o forlorn, , 

' Since the world was as bad;before thou wer't bora 
And whemit will mend who knows ? R 

And a thouſand year hence *tis all one, 


Ifthou lay'ſt on a Nunghill,or ſateſt on a Throne z PJFonc 


Ws wot 
To be troubled to be ſad, Tha 
Carking Mortal*tis a fly, bo 


For a pound of pleaſure'sn + fo bad 
As an ounce of Melancholy : 


CY o 
Sy ran 7, 


orn 


NE 2 


ce 


BOE IDS) toy 
Fince all our liveslong we travel rowarkDeath 5 
Let us reſt us ſomerimes, .and baitby Ts - 


Tis but dyipg atlaft;-in our race let: al 


And we ſha't be fo ſoon out of breath. ':: 

Sit the Comedy out, and that done, _ 
When the Play” s at an end, wy the Corn fall 
a 20 3} 1 2-J(owny 


s «+ 4 4% 


Th. RENEGADO.. 


} 


vole +2 tor L 
7 


Remov'd from fair T/ranta's ne 
"Tnto a Village far away : 
Fond Afirophil began to ſay, 
Thy charms T/ranial deſpiſe; _ 
Go bid ſome other Shepherd for theedy, | | 


That never underftood Ry Tyranny. 


® ; 5h Y 

br o 

* 

i ” : » : —_ , 

X ” | ; *;*K4 33 i 
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Return'd at lengitithe amorouis Si Wain, 


Soon. as heſaw his Dieric, 
Ador'd 


= N. 5+ "hn 4a." 6, hat” 2; - 
Pas I, #2 SE RONy, th Ca . 
#5 cat vs 
. o 
% 
I | | 


Ador'd again, 2nd baw'd his knee, | 
- _ Became ber Slave, and wore her Chain 3" 
The needle thus that motianleſs didly, (nigh. || ; 


Trembles, and moves, when the lov'd Loadſtone's = 
 PHILLIS withdrawn. ns 
ha - wot We Thi 
I Did but ſet her; and the's ſnatch't away, 
I find I did but happy ſeem; Am 
So ſmall a while did my contentments ſtay, EE 
As ſhort and pleaſant as a dream: Ind 


Yet ſuch are all our ſatisfactions here, : 
| They raiſe our hopes, and then athey diſappear. | wi 


u, | To 


Ill natur'd Stars that evermore conſpire 
To quench poor Strephon's flame, 10} 1 
To ſtop the progreſs of his ſwift deſire, 
And leave him but an AEry Name; 
Why art thou doom'd (of no pretences proud), - 
Eriow-lik thus to embrace a Cloyd? 


Yet 


Fl 
gh, . 
one's 


m—_— 


"SE: !— 
Yet why ſhould Strephon murmur,why complain, 
Orenvy Phillis her delight, 
Why ſhould her pleaſures be to him a pain, 
Eaſter perhaps out of bis ſight ? 


No, Strephon, no! If Phillis happy be, - 
Thou ſhould'ſt rej what e'r becom's of Thee; 


_ IV; 


Amidfi the charming Glories of the Spring ? 
In pleaſant Fields and goodly Bowers 


| Indulgent Nature ſeems concern'd to bring 


| All chat may bleſs.her innocent hours, 
While thy diſaſtrous Fate has ty*d thee down 
To all the noiſe and tumult of the Town, 


V.. 


Strephon that for himſelf expects no good 
To Phillis wiſhes every where, 
A long ſerenity without a Cloud, 
Sweet as theſe ſmiles of th* Infant year, 


May 


May Halcyons in her boſome build their neſt, 
What ever ſtorms ſhall difcompoſe my breaſt; 


we + © > 7 " « 7 -# 
{djs p z; v0 mY 


*. 


The Aaletonten. 
SONG cn 


qi, -Dis O 2 illis! Thi fondly vain, * 


My wavering thonghts thus to moleſt, 
Why ſhould my pleaſure be the only pain, 
That muſt torihent my eafie breaſt ? 

If with Promethent I had ſtoll'n fire, 

; Fire from above, rang 

"3 mi elit deſerve Hey 'S ite, *y ml 
AVulture then might on my Liver feed, © © 

But now eternally I bleed, 

And yet on Thee, on Thee lies all the, blame, 
Who freely gy ſe the Fewel and the F ſame. 


> 7 ——— 
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The Tndifferent, 
——I SONG. 


YRithee confef for my ſake, and your ond, 
Am1 the Man or no? | 
_ [if Lam he, thou can'ſt not do't tqo-ſoon, 
> © Fifnor, thou can't not be too ſlow ; 


If Woman cannot love, Man's folly's great 
Your Sex with ſo much zeal to treat; 
But if we freely proffer to purſie 
Our tender thoughts and ſpotleſs love, 
Which nothing-ſhall remove, 
$a And you deſpiſe all this, pray what are you? ,- 


* - 
c # y # ® 
etal $: . : - "Bu 


x $ =. » S - F £ bs Ry 


The "HAR BOUR: 
var {-p. x 0a 


b 


Tedious hopes! when will:the ſtorm be o're! 


* When will : the beaten. Veſſel reach the * 
(ſhore / 


Long 


he d- f 


312 POE M:-S. 
Long have ſtriv'n with bluſtring winds and tides, 
Clouds o're my head, - Waves on my fid es! 
Which in my dark adventures high did ſwell, Flett 
While Heaven was black as Hell, 
O Love, tempeſtuous Loye, yet, yet at laſt, 


Let me my Anchor caſt, T1 

And far the troubles I have'undergorie, At 
 Obring me toa Port which-T may callmy own: Plet h 
bo "Yard! 


% n "4 ? Fa vol * 


The Unconcerned. 
$0NG... 


No” that the World is'alt io amaZe, 
Drums, and Trumpets rending Heav'ns, | 


Wounds a bleeding, Morals dying, (Mt 
Widowsatd Orphans pitcouſly ctying ; 

Armies marching, Towns in a blaze, Thou 

Kingdoms and States ar ſixes and ſeven: The g 

What ſhould an honeſt Fellow do, At 

Whoſe courage; and fortunes run equally low ? | Of 


RW; Lef 
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tides, Let him live ſay I till his glaſs be run, 

Rl As eaſily as he may, (ther, 

Let the wine, and the ſand of -his glaſs flow toge- 
For Life's but a winters day ; ink 

laſt, Alas from Sun. to Sun, ; 


| The time's very ſhort; very dirty:the weather, 
And we filefitly creep away; 
'; Diet him nothing do, he could wiſh undone; 
$and keep himſelf ſafe from the noiſe of Gun. 


G——_—— — 
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The Immoveable. 
$0 NG. 
"7 t 
WT though the Skie be clouded o're, 


And Heav'ns influence ſmile no more ? 
Though Tempelſts riſe; and Earthquakes make 
The giddy World's foundation ſhake ? 
A gallant breaſt contemns the feeble blow 
? | Of angry Gods, and ſcorns what Fate can do. 


What 


L 


214 P O1E M:S.- 
| gr 


'What if Alaruths ſounded be, 
And we muſt face our Enemy, 
It Cannons bellow ont a death, 
Qr Trampets'woo away our breath'! 

 *Tisbrave amidft the glittering Throng to die, 


Nay Sampfon like to fall with Company. \\ 
fs I of v 
Nor * 


Then let the Swordnian domineer, 


I can, nor Pike, nar Musket fear; _ 
Clog me with Chains, your envies tire, ab 
k SO ; lair 
For when I will, I can-expire ; Wh; 
And whea the puling fit af Life is gone, K wn 
0,T 


The'work that cruel man'can do, is done. 
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The WISH. 
SONG. 


I, 
” |}. 
Ot to the Hills where Cedars move 
Their cloudy head, not to the Grove 
Of Myrtles in th' £/7 in ſhade, 
Nor Tempe which the Poets made ; 
Not on the ſpicy Mountains play ; 
Or travel to Arabia: 
laim not at the careſul Throne, 
Which Fortune's darlings fit upon ; 
No, no, the beſt this fickle world can-give, 


- » © Has but a little, little time to live. 
II, 


But let me ſoar, O let me flic 

Beyond paor Earths benighted eye, 
Beyond the pitch ſwift Eagles towre, 
Above t::e reach of humane Phwer ; 
I 2 


he 


116 POEMS... 
Above the Stars, above the way, 
Whence Phebns darts his'piercing ray. 
O let me tread thoſe Courts that are, | Let! 
So bright, ſo pure, ſo bleſt, ſo fair, 

As neither thou, nor I muſt never know wat 
On Earth, *tis thither, thicher would I go. 


The CORDIAL. 


In the Tear 1657. 
SO N G, 


L. I wh 


Dh you hear of the News (O the —_ how Þ.If tl 
(it thunders ! 


Do but ſee, how the block-headed Multitude won- 
(ders) 


One fumes,and ſtamps, ad ſtares to think upon 
What others wiſh as faſt, Confuſion. 
One ſwears w'are gone, another juſt agoing, 
While third fits and cryes,. 


"Till 


POEMS: 17 


*Till his half blinded eyes, 
Call him pitiful Rogue for ſo doing. 


Let the tone be what 'twill that the mighty Ones 
(utter, 


Let the cauſe be what twill why the poorer ſort 
(murrer; 


- I care not what your State con ſounders do, * 
Nor what the ſtout repiners undergo : 
- I cannot whine at any alterations ; 
Let the Swede beat the Naune 
_ Orbe beaten again, 
What am in the Croud of the Nations ? 


» 
* 


4 
/ 
/ 


I. 
(togeth 


| What care I if the North and South Poles comes 
ow © If the Turk, or the Pope's Antichriſtian, or nei» 
ers! If fine Afr be (as Naſo ſaid) (ther ; 


'on- | From Mortals in a peeviſh faricy fled: | 
er Rome, when *twas all on fire, her People 
pon "Twas an Emperor could ſtand (mourning, 
h With his harp in his hand, 

Ng, Sing and play, while t12 City was armng. 


Till | ti ©. 
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Celadon on Delia ſrnging. 


'O Delia ! for I know 'tis "D 
It-muſt b: ſhe, for nothing elſe could move 
My tunel<ſs heart, than ſomething from Above. DP 

I hate all earthly Harmony : 3 + 
Hark, Hark ye Nymphs, and S4tyrs all around ! Moſt 
Hark how the bafled Eccho faints; ſee how ſhe dies 
Look how the winged Quire all gaſping lye's - Upo 

At the melodious ſound; | 

See, while ſhe ſings 
How they droop and hang their wings 2 . 


Angelick, Delia, ſing no more, The 
Thy ſong's too great for mortal ear; 
- Thy charming notes we can no longer bear : Fact 
O then in pity to the World give o're, 
| i} One 
Andleave us ſtupid as we were before. Þ Thi 
_ Fair Deliatake the fatal choice, ; . 
Or veil thy beauty, or ſuppreſs thy Voice. 
His paſſions thus poor (e/2d0n betray'd, But 


When firſt he ſaw, when firſt he heard the lovely 
Maid. The 


lies 
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The Adviee. 
SONG. 

T. 


Oor Celia onge was very fair, 
A quick bewitching eye ſhe had, 
Moſt neatly look't her braided hair, 
Her dainty cheeks would make you mad, 
Upon her lip did all the Graces play, 
And on her breaſt ten thouſand Cupids lay] 


N. 


Then many a doting Lover came 
' From ſeventeen till twenty one, 
Each told her of her mighty flame, 
But ſhe (forſooth) affefted none, 
One was not handſome, t'other was not fine, 
This of Tobacco ſmelt, and that of Wine. 


II. 


But tzother day it was my fate, 
To walk along that way alone, 
F 4 | 


: Es DDIACGROIANS OP ASE 56-199 PS CR EG 3-3 5. \ Go j > 
ed an ES Ce tb, 8 . 
os 2 UE OR wy "E5m<0S wk. n $5. Þ , 
EIS » x a8 « 
oy os þ : 
#5 - . 
L . 
_ 
_ # 
+ ” 
; ; : 2 
A & 7 2 . 
C 4 LY « 
-, J OY # \ 4 


I ſaw no Coach before her gate, 
| Butat the door I heard her mone, 

. ' She dropt a tear, and ſighing ſeem'd to ſay 

Young Ladies marry; marry while you may ! 


To. 


Mr. SA M. AUSTIN 


Of Wadham Coll OX O N, 
On bis moſt utintelligible Poems. 


o 


SIR, 
N that ſmall inch of time I ſtole, to look 


On th' obſcure depths of your myſterious Book; 
(Heav'n bleſs my eye ſight!) what flrains ws i ſee 


What Steropegeretick Poetry ! 
What Hieropglyphick words, what all, 
In Letters more than Cabaliſtical / 


We with our fingers may your Verſes-ſcay, - -- + 


But all our Noddles underſtand them can 


No more, than read that dungfork, pothook hand 


That in * Queen's Colledge Library does ſtand. 
> The Devils baud writing in _ $ Coll. Library at Oxford. 


The 


POEM nant 
The cutting Hanger of your wit. TL ean't fee,:-':" 
For that fame ſcabbard that conceals your _ 
| Thus a black velyet Casket hides a Jewel, 
'f Anda dark woodhouſe; wholefome winter Fuel; 
— | Thus John Tradeshin ſarves our greedy eyes, 
By boxing up his new found Rarities 3 . if, 
We dread Ateons E ate,: dare not look on, .. 
N When you doſcowre yourskin in Helicon; | 5 
| Wecannot (Lyncens-like) ſee through the wall 
F || Of your ſtrong-Morter'd Poems; nor can alb 
| The ſmall ſhotefi our Brains make one hole in; * 
The Bulwark of your Book, that Fort to win. 
| Open your meanings door, O do not lock it ! 
Undo the Buttons of your ſmaller Pocket, | 
And charitably ſpend thoſe Angels there, 
Let them inrich and aQtuate our Sphere. 
Take off our Bongraces, and ſhine upon us, 


Though your reſplendent beams ſhould chance to 
| (tan us, 


Ii Had you but ſtoln your Verſes, that we might 
Hope in good time they would have come to lights 
nd f And felt I not a ſtrange Poetick heat 
T Flaming within, which reading makes me ſweat, 


Vulcan 
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Vulcan ſhopld take *etn, and I'dnot exempt 'em, 
Begguſe they be things Quibus lumen ademptuin. 
I thought to have commended ſomething there, 
But all exceeds my comnmendations far, 
I can ſay nothing; but ſtand ſtill; and ſtare, M 
Andcry, O wondrous,ſtrange, profound,and rare, 
Vaſt Wits niuſt farhom you better than thus, 
You merit more than our praiſe : as for us 
The Beetles of our Rhimes ſhall drive full faſt 
The wedges of your worth to everlaſting, (it, | C 
My Much Apogalyptigu' friend Sam, Auſtin, 


win, les 'To MY 
1 Tngemous Friend 
Mr . WIELIAM FAITHORN 


On bis Book. of 
of Drawing, Ecching, and Graving. 
in, | CHould I attempt an Elogy; or Frame 
p Paper-flruure to fecure thy.name, 


The lightning of one Cenſure, one ſtern frown 
| Might quickly hazard that, and thy renown, 
But thjs thy Book prevents that fruitleſs pain, 
One line ſpeaks purelier Thee,than my beſt ſtrain, 
| Thoſe Myſteries (once like the ſpiteſul mold, 
Which bars the greedy Spaniard from his Gold. ).- - 
Fhou doſt ugſpld ie every friendly Page, 
Kind to the prefent, and ſucceeding age. | 
That Hand, whoſe curious Art prolongs the cate | 
O' Þ Of frail Mortality, and baffie's Fate ; 501 
| With Braſs and Steel, can ſurely potent be, -: 1, , 
' | To rear a laſting Monument for thee: 


pg 
n24s POEMS: 
| For my part I'prefer (to guard the Dead) 
A Copper-Plate beyond a Sheebof Lead. 
So long as Braſs, ſo long as Books enqure, 
| Solong as neat wrought-Pieces Thou'rt ſecure, 


A [ Faithorn ſcplpſaJis a charm eaq fave. - | / 


From dull oblivion, and a gaping grave. 


0z the Commentaries of - ry 7 
Meſſi re Blaize de MONTL UC, 
To the Warthy T rauſlator 


CHARLES COTTEN, Zi; 


E that would aptly write of warlike men, 


-Should make his Ink of Blood; 'a Sword his. 
Atleaſt he muſt their Memories abuſe, (Penz 


Who writes with leſs than Maro's mighty Muſe : 
Alk(Sir) that I could ſay of this great Theme 
(The Brave Mont/uc) would lefſen his eſteem ; 
Whoſe Laurels too much native verdure have 


To need the Praiſes vulgar Chaplets crave : 
1 His 


POEMS. tag 
His wn bold hand; whar irdurſt write,durſt do, _ 
Grappled with-Enemies, and Oblivion too; 
Hew'd bis own Monument, and Erav'd chereo, | 
Its deepanddutable inſcription. 'l 
To you (Sr) whom the valiant Author owe's, 


His ſecond Life, and Conqueſt ore his Foes ; 


Ill natur'd Foes, Time and DetraQion, 
What isa Stranger's Contribution ! 

Who has not ſuch'a ſhare of vanity; 
Todream that-one,”"who with fuch induſtry 
Obliges all the wo, can be oblig g'dby me, * 


ILY 


hd. 


"I Charatter f 4 
JBEEEY-GOD 


ri  'G atius and Horace. 


Horace. 


© V 7Hence Brother Caſe,and whether bound fo 
faſt?” 


Ca, 0b, Sir, 5 ou mui? excuſe me, I'min hafte, 


$26 POENS\ 
1 ane 21th wy(Lord Mayor).andcan' t vs :; 
Time for aur eatingf PireRtory: Hoy :; 
Thoygh 1 maſt oeeds confeſs, Ethiok my. FRY 
Would prove Pthagorar and Plato Fools: > 
Hor, Grave Sir; I muſt acknowleage, ind 
To interrupt at ſuch a nick of time; © (crime! 
Ter flay a little Fix, it rs no Sin ; wa [1 
Tow re to ſay Grace ere Dinner can ge. ; 
Since you at food ſuch Vietuoſa are; 
Some Precepts tv, af byngry Pogt ſport. c 
Ca, I grant you Sit,next pleafiireranc in peaking 
Is that (as wedo call it) of repeating ; 
1 ſtill have Kirching Syſtems if-mymind,.. - 
And from my $:om.chs fumes a mY well lin d,. 


Hor. Whence, prox Sir, lratut you thoſe inge- 
(nuons Arts, 


Fromone at home, or hir dfrom foresgps parts ? ©! 
Ca. No names Sir (I beſeech you; J that's foul? 
Wene't name Authors,only what they ſay.(play, 
1,* For Eggs chuſe Jong, the round are out af ſa- 
* Ynſavoury and diſtaſteful to'the Nation (fhion 
*Ere ſince the brooding Rump, there. add/e fog 
*In the long Egg lyes Cock a doodle-doo. Fo 


2% like 


= 
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_ 2:*Chuſe Gileworts planted on 8foil that's dry, 

Even they are worſe for th:wening (verily : ) 
2. *Tf Friend from far ſhall come ta viſit, then 


| * Say thou wouldſt treat tlie Wight with mortal 


tDo'nt thou forthwith pluck. aff the carhlinghend, 

' And impale Corps on Spit as ſoon as dead ; 

'Fo orſo ſhe will be tough beyotid all meaſure, 

And Friend hal] make a trouble of a pleaſute, 

' Steep't in good Wine let her her life ſurrender, 

(© then ſhe eat moſt admirably tender. (beſt, 
G Muſhromes that grow. 10, Meadows are the 


«for ought I know there's Payſon in the reſt. 
#$ 5-*Hethat would many happy Summers ſee, 


(Let him eat Ma/berries frefh off the Tree, 
'Gather'd before the Sun's too high, for theſe 
_ hurt his Stoinack leſs than Cheſbire Cheeſe, 
6. * Aufidius (had you done ſo't had undon ye) 
; fd his morning's draughts of Sack with 
*But he didill, to empty veines to give (Honey , 
* Corrodi ing Potion for a Lenitive. 
7, ©If any man to drink do thee inveigle in, 
(Fauſt whet thy w04i[/e with ſome goed Met Peg 
: zn 


J. *If 
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© $.*.1f thou art Gound; and'in continual doubt; 


* The Muſcle or the Cockle will anldck 
*Thy Bodies ;7unt;and givea vent to nock ; 


«But to be ſure, put in ſome Aloes too. - Y 
. * All ſhell. (with the growing Moon m-, 
, ae ever, when ſhe fills her Or6, the beſt; (creaſt) 
© But for brave Oyſters, Sir, exceeding 1 rare, 
* They are not tobe met with every Where 5 "Ip 
* Your Wall-fleet Orfters no man will prefer wY 
© Before the juicy Graſs-green Colcheſter ; . 
* Hungerford Grawfiſo match me if you can, - 
* There's no ſuch Crawlers i in the Ocean. ( think 
10. * Next for your Suppers, you Lt may be): 
*There go's no more to't, but juſt eat and drink; 
* But let me tell you Sir, and tell you plain, 
© Todreſs'em well requires a man of brainz _-» 
© His Palate muſt be quick, and ſmart, and ſiroog, + 
« For Sauce, a very Critich in the Tongue. © 


11. © He that pays dear for E:/ nay 27 the 
eſt, 


| ' May _ his Fi/omonger, more than his Gueſt, 
<If 


© Thou'ſhalt get if'ho more till ſome get out, . 


*Sorne ſay that Sorrel Steep't in Wine will do. .,, 


P @ Er FI Jl S239 
It he bejgnoragtwhat a _— 
| There $ Machiavel inthe: Menage of a Supper; 
12,* For Seargtaflc/by giyg2me:that of the Wild 
A Purſu' 'd | and hunted: all the Forreſt o' res | (Bogre 


TIE 


tHe to the liberal,Obe.n nere guits-his love, 6710 0 


« Apd heads finds po. croucygrunts at Jove ; 
- The Yay Hog with Peaſe and Whey that's 


($txd vÞ; ix neittiegpnod alivenor. dead. (fed 
- v3. © The'tentrels of the V;ne are $allads good 
© If when they. ate in ſeaſon underſtood. : 
-;+4, If Servahts to thy Boatd a Ra4et bring; 
'Be wiſe, and 1 oh, the firſt place carve a Wing. 


| Fr I Wheb Fill 26d Fowl: are riglt, and at Juſt 
(A 


ceders curiolify t allwage, (ages, 

(If any ask, who tourid the Myſtery 3 ? 
"Let hin. inquire tio futther, I am he, 

"16, Some fancy Bread out of the Oven hot, 
Variety” sthe Glutton's happieſt lot. 

17. It's not enough the Wwne you have be pure 
tBut of your Oy! as well you ought be ſure, 

18, © If any fault be in the generous Wine, 
(Fet it abroad all night, and 'twill refine, 


' But never ſtrein't, nor let it paſs through Linen, | 
K «Wine 


W335, W 
” Seo 
+. 


120 POEMS” 
© Wine will beWbtſefor that; ts'weltas Women." 
«179.4 The Vinther that of Malaga: and: Sherry 
 Lyithdamn'd ingredients p 
« With ) ſegregativ# titings, as tige ons "eggs, © 


: _ purifies, andtakes Py CSS 1 3 


An o6-ela? 4 Noifiaerotilts Pimps 
'B! 1 wid hg ring: Xa 


6 The Cure by Lotions is worſsttianthe Diſcate, 
21. Toquicken Appetite it will behoove ye 


« To feed couragiouſly on good Anchawre.”' 1 | 


22. * Weſtphalia Ham, and the: Bolegtic Saw 


(age; 


© For ſecond or. third courſe wil clear a pallage, 
*But Lettuce aſter Meals! fie on't, the Gluttof | 
&Had better feed upon Ram-alh- Mutton, 


© Right well to know the ſundry ſorts of Pottagez 
© There is your French Pottage, Nativitybroth, 

* Yet that of Fetter Jaxe exceeds tliem both ; 

* Abont a limb of a departed Typ 

© There may you ſee the green herbs boyling oP, 
* And fat abundance'o're the furnice float, "L 
* Reſembling Whate-Oyl i in a Greenland Boat, © © 
24.* The 


3© i! , 
23. © Twere worth one 's while i in Palace of in, 
| - (Cottage, 


e? ” x #40 
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34. , The Kentift pippur's' belt, Tcare be bold, 
*That ever Blew- Cap Coftard-moiiger ſold. 
TT. *Of Gy 0pes, I like the Raiſi ins of the Jun. 
I was the F irſt tmmortal Glory wor, 
* By mincitig Þ7ekle Herrings, with thefe Raif In 
« AndApples; 'TwasT ſet the world a gazing, 
When once they. raſted of this Hogan Fiſh, 
* Pepper and Salt enamelling theDiſh: 


26, : WE is tt ro o pipehaſe great! Fiſh "nt preat 
e | matrer, 


* And rhiws to Yorve! itup/in ſcarity Platter; 3 28 
Nor is it leſs unſeemly'ſome believe, 


tFrom Boy with greaſy fiſt drink to receive, 


«But rhe Cbp foul within's enough to-make* 
A ſqutmiſ)rearure puke andturn up ftomath. 
27. * Then Brooms and Naptzns and the Flay. 
(ders T\le, 
© Theſe muſt be had too, of the Feaſt you ſpoil, 
(Things little thought on, and not very dear, 
"And yet how much they colt one ina year / 


25, © Would x thou rub Al/ub/after with hanJs 
(fable, 


Or inn a Di.tper Cloth on dirty Table ? 
K Z | : Alore 
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* Morecoft, more worſhip : Come : þe a/a mode 

© Embeliſh Treat, as thou would do. an, Ode. 

Hor. O learned Sir,. Low greedily { hear 

Thu elegant Diatriba of good chear / . | 

Now by allthat's good, by all provant ou love, 

By fury Chine of Beefe, and mighty Jove, 

Ia conjure thy gravity, let me, ſee... 

The man that made thee this Dilcoyery ; ; 

For he that ſees Origin al's more hapay . 

Than him that draws by an ill-favour'd Copy, 

O bring me to the man, T ſa admire! + 

The Flint from whente brake forth theſe ſparks if 
- (fire, 


What ſatisfaftion would the Viſion bring ? 


It ſweet the ſtream, much ſweeter is the ſpring,. 


ke 


POEMS. 133 


The Diſappointed. 
: | Pindarique Ode. 


Stanza l. 


Ft have I pondered in my penſive heart, 
When even from my felt I've ſtolPa away, 
And heavily conſidered many a day, 
The cauſe of all my anguiſh, and my ſmart.: 
Sometimes beſides a ſhady grove, 


| (Asdark as were my thoughts, as cloſe as was my | 


DejeRed havel walk't alone, © (Love: 
Acquainting ſcarce my ſelf with my own maan. 
OncelI reſolv'd undauntedly to hear, 

What *twas my Paſſions had to fay, 
To find the reaſon of that uproar there, 
And calmly, if I could, to end the fray :; 
No ſooner was my reſolution known 
But I was all 'Confuſion. _ 
Fierce Anger, flattering Hope, and black Deſpair 


Bloody Revenge, and moſt ignoble Feag,:! -;; v1 


Now altrgether clamorous were, 
; K 3 My 


q . OF 4yp9 
My breaſt a perfeRt Chaos grown, 

A maſs of nameleſs things together hurl'd, 

Like th' formlefs Embrio of the unborn world, 

Juſt as it's rouzing from eternal night, 


Belore the great Creator ſaid, Let there be Light- 


Thrice happy then are beaſls ſaid I," * + 
That underneath theſe pleaſant Coverts = E 
They only ſleep, and eat, and drink, | 
They never meditate, nor think ; 
Or if they do, have not the happy art 
To'ventthe overflowings of their heart,” © . 
They without trouble live, without diforder'die, | 
.::Repardleſs of Eternity. 
I ſaid, I would like them be wiſe,” 
And not perplex*my i&if in vain, 
Nor bite: the aneafie Chain, 
No, no, ſaid IpT'will Philoſophize! 
Andall the ilnatur'd World deſpiſe”: 
But when I hadrefle&ed long, 
4 RoEwith deliberation thought 
How feup have” practiv'd, what they bird) | 


L m— 


POEMS 135 
(The' tis þut folly.tocomplain) :  _ 
 T judg'dit worth a gengrops:diſdain, , .. }. 

d, And brave defiance in Pindeyique Song, 


Ih apa et 


| Bluſhing in the Croſs Bath. 


# $ ranſlation, 
I, 


7 gy the Nymphs (the glory of the flood) 
Thus once the beauteous Ag/e ſtood, 
So ſweet a tinFure ere the Sun appears 
The baſhful ruddy morning wears: 
Thus through a Cryſtal wave the Coral glow's, 
And ſuch a Bluſh fits on the Virgin Roſe. 


Ih 


Ye envied Waters that with faſety may 


Arougd her ſnowy Boſome play, 
K 4 Cheri 
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Cheriſh with gartlehear that" = Breſt 
Which fo much/Taii6cence ha's bleft , 

Such Innocence #s hitherto ne'rs hoow, FLA 

What miſchief Vengs, or her Son could do. 


Then from this hallaw'd, place . 
Let the profane and wanton Eye withdraw, 
For Virtuecladin Skarlet ſfrikey #0 aw. . 
From the Tribunal of a lovely Face. 
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— 


I Tefide. 


Breath *tis true, wretch that I [ arm, * "tis true, 
But.if to live, be only nat fo q 7 "ty 
If nothing 1n that bubble Life be 82Y, | 
But all to a Tear muſt melt. away ; k... 
. Let Fools and Stoicks be ca jol d fay I: hs 
' Thou that lik ſt Eaſe and koye, like me : 
When once the world ſays farewel both to thee, 
What haſt thou more to do 


Than in diſdain to hog: fooliſh Yu Aﬀica ) 


There 


bs - 29 tl] 


Lo, 


It 


or' 


oo .. 


Anc 
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There was a time, Fool that I was ! when I 
Bcliev'd there mightbe ſomething here below, 
A ſeeming Cordial to my drooping F Heart 

That might alay my.bitthe ſmart : 
I call'd i it Friend ;——but 6 th' penny 

Of humane things . 'l rry'd it long, | -þ 
5 It's Love wasfervent, and I phiany'd tron : 
ji - ButnowlI lainly ſee; 

Or'tis widow or elle ewas All Hypectiſ © & 


& UW 


1t;? Wy 4 


I ſaw thy anhlratged eyes; Tſaw_ 
_ Falſe Myſore thy formal aterd Face; 6 
When thou brirayd'ſt mwy' ſeething a, 
And coldly rooleſt my kind Addreſs: 
But know that Twill live; for in thy plice* © 
Heaven has provided for me now 
A conſtant Friend, that dares not break a vow, 
That F:end will I embrace, | 
And never more my overweaning Loye miſplace. 
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} Immaturo. yy I 
EPIT APH, 


Rave Youth, whole too too haſty Fate 
His Glories did anticipate, | 
Whole aQive Soul had laid the great deſign 
Toemulate thoſe, Herods of his Line / 
He ſhew'd the world how great a Man 
Might be contracted to a Span ; 
How ſoon our teeming expectations fail, 
-- How little tears and wiſhes can prevail : 
Could Life hold out with theſe ſupplies 
| He'd liv'd till in his Parents CYES,. + 
And this cold ſtoge had ne're ſaid, HERE HE 
( 4TES. 


bd Fr | nd 4 > 
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_EPITAPH. 


4s thus——and thus farewel to all 2167 
Vain Mortals da PerſeQtion call; old 93160 
To Beauty, Goodneſs, Modeſty 
wweet temper, and true Piety, 

The reſt an Ange7's.Pen muſt tell; 12:3 42 
Long, Long, beloved Duſt Farewell. 


' Whoſe 'Bleſſings which-we highlieft prize” FRY 
s ir ſooneſt raviſh'r from 0 our w ES ; ir 

7B bi 
FW 


Lacretius. 


Ed jam nec Domus accipiet te I eta, nec Vxor 
Optima, nec dulces occurrent ofcula natt 
recipere, © tacitapefius dulcedine tangent. 


Paraphraſed 
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| Parapbroſe WY, 


Hen tho ne leave this miſerable Life, 


Farewell y Houſe\fatewel t thy charming 
(\ Wis , 


Farewell for” ever to thy Souls delight," = 
Quite blotted out'in everlaſting night ! f 2 


No more thy pony” boryns.. Babes ſhall preet 
| thee 


By the kind =—_ nor five who firſt ſhall meet! 


. (then, 


Their Kiſſes wich a home pleaſure ſhall yy Fraor 
thee 


For who ſhall ſay to thy Dead. Clay, , I Love 
(Thee! 


ao 
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ON, 


D-B-RjO,W NS 
nl TRAVELS: 


| Hus from a forcign Climg rich. Merc 
[T eing 

rect (And thus RF. their Rarities at bome : We 

thee” I Thus, undergo an acceptable toyle, 

neet! | With: Treaſures to'enrich their.native Soyle.'-,; 7 

20%, 'N They for themſelves, for others:you unfold - 

Ove! A Cargo ſwoln with Diamonds and Gold: | 

With Indefatigable Travels, 'They: ©; -')/- > 11h 

\ce! The trading World, the Learned you ſurvey ; 

And for renown with great Colunbrervye, 

laſabterranean Coſmography.; re2irt 32] 


as #0 s 
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0 14 A 1 d, 3B y 
[Pov6rfp BrnGy great atidwiſe:man oy 


iſtreſs of Arts! and ſcandal to the Fool / 
Heaven's fed bug! Wikh' th? Heroes: o_ 


clvo? © Ce} 3943953 98 09" 35.113 (Hang, 


(Brighsafviitean Saltdhamdidtroyet) arvekty 


To th' Hoft!Felomplaiib valiand Souls are ſept. /7 


From thoſewe call 4he'Ragpted Regiment; 1.5 / 
Sure Guide to everliſting Pextedboye, | |] 11/7 

: Thou det thiiimptditaents remove ;.1: 1/7 
Th' unneceffary Eoids of Wedwkvand State; [7 
Which make men ſwelttog big rhe firaic Gate: 


IE. 


Thou happy Port, where we from ſtorms are ſree, 
And need not fear (falſe world) thy Pyracy, 
Hither for eaſe and Shelter did retire 

The buſic Charles, and wearied Caſimire ; 


Abjur'd 


ee, 
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Abjur'd their Thrones, and made a ſolemn Vow, 
Their radiant headsto the&\ſhould eveibow. 
Why ſhould thy Teats ſo terrible appear 
Where Menarchs Reformadoes were ? 
Why ſhould men call that 5p be Ly forlorg, , 


Which God approves off, have 
(born ? 


10. 
6 Mu C5 "7 
Mad Luxury Hat do thy Vaſſals reap ( : 


From a Life's long debauch, but late to we 
What the curs't Miſer,, who woulg fain 5.44 *M 
And wear thy Livery, Great POVERTY 1: 
The Prudent wretch. for future bges Fares, 
And boards up fins. for his1 impatient, Heirs?, e, 
Full little do's he think the time. will come ; 
When he.is gone to his long H Home,,  .. 
The Prodigal Youth for whom be took ſuch pains 
Shall be thy Slave,. and weax thy loathed Chains, 
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$4... To her Friend--:: 
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oF: a ſoft Viſion of the night,” 20914 00Y 
py. Fancy repreſented to my ſight ” 
'A goodly gentle Shade; © , 
| Methought it tnov'd with a Majeſlick Grace; | 
But the ſurprizing ſweetneſs of it's Face 
Made me amaZd, made me afraid : 
' f found a ſecter hifvering in my heart; 
Siidti as Fricids feel that Meet or Part 
Approaching nearer with a timerous eye, 
Is then my Parthenifſſa Dead; ſaidI ? 
Ab Partheniſa ! if thou yet art kind, 


' As kind as when like nie, Thou mortal wert, 
When 


But 


{ 
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Whei Thou, and I had onal ſhare in Either's 
' (Heart, 


How canſti thou bear that I amleft behind ! 

Dear Parthenifat! O'tthoſeptcaſant houts, 
Thar bleſt our innocent. Amours / 

When in the common Treaſury of one Breaſt, 
All that was Thin&or Mine did reſt, 

Dear Partheniffa /---Friend-/- what bolEfay ? 
Ahſheakto thy, T/rania ! . 

1, Oh envious Death / nothing, but thee Ifear'd, 

Norother Rival could eſtrange + | 

Her Soul-from mine or make a Change! 

6 Scarce-had [ ſpoke my. paſſionate fears, ., 

IF And overwhelm'd my ſelf in tears: 

But Partheniſaſmil'd; atiq then ſhe diſappear'd. 


1A 


T7 
iff 


- 
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wm x FO. 
#" = I ; w 


On the Death of the Earl of 
* OCHES T E R. 


bo | Paitoral, 
Bey 6 
A his Jeaith bed gaſping ks lay, 
Strephon the wonder of the Plains, 
* The nobleſt of th* ArcadianSwains ; 
PR br the Bold, the Witty, and the Gay - 
With many a ſigh 2nd many a tear he ſaid, 
Remeinber me ye Shepherds when I'm dead, 
Wo triffling Glories of this world, Adicu, 
And vain applauſes of the Age ; | 
For when we quit this Earthly Stage , 
Believe me Shepherds, for I tell you true ; 
Thoſe pleafures which fron virtuous deeds we 
Procure the ſweeteſt ſlumbers in the Grave. (have, 


Then | 


When 


». * 
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II. 


i + 
- 


Then ſince your fatal Hotr muſt ſlirely come,”  * 
: Surely yout heads lye low as mine, - 
Your bright Meridian San decline ; 
beſcech the mighty Pas to guard you home : 
If to E/iz5um you would happy fly, 
Live not like _ bur: IO on ge” * 


- oy = +}; 
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by Ft N 
4 O O DF O R D's. 
PARMPHRASE BL You 
ra: 2 I 
7 Elf! faceit muſt be fo, ſolet it be, 
For what do Reſolutions ſignifie, 
| hen we arc urg'd to. write by Deſtiny.?. 
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II; 


| Thad reſalv'd; nay, and Lalmaſtſwore, 
My beerid Myſeibould walk abroadno- more : 
Alas! 'tiszmore-than time that I giyeo're- 


TIF. 


Ta the Recelſer-of!a-private Breaſh 
Ithought to entertain your charming Gueſt, 
And never to have boaſted of my Feaſt. 

IV. 


But fee (my Friend) when through the world you 
My Laquy-Verſe muſt ſhadow-like purſue, (go, 
Thin, and Obſcure ta make a Foyl for you. 


V. 


: 'Tis true, you cannot need my feeble Praiſe, 
Alaſting Monument to your Name to raiſe, 
Well-known in Heav'n by your Angeliqu* Layes,. 


> Wh 


There in indelible CharaQers they are writ, 
Where 
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Where no pretended Heights will eaſie fit, 
But thoſe of ſerious conſecrated wit. 


By immaterial deſecated-Love, 


| Your Soul it's Heavenly Origin do's approve, 
| Andiin leaſt dangerous Riaptures ſoars above. 


How could I wiſh (dear Friend}) uafaid agen 


(For once I rank'd my ſelf with tugeful men) 
Whatever dropt from my unhallowed Pea ? 


70U | IX. 


59 | The trifling Rage of youthful heat, once paſt, 


Whois not troubled for his wit miſplac'd / 
All pleaſant Follies breed regret at laſt, 


X, | 
; | While Reverend Don's, and noble Herbert's 
I A glorious immortality ſhall claim, (Flame, 


Ig the moſt durable Records of Fame; 


b 3 


50 .P Aa E M'S. 


Our modiſh Rhimes, like Culinary Fire, 
Unctuous and Earthy, ſhall in (moak expire ; 
In odorous Clouds: your Incenſe ſhall afpire. 


Lt 
,. MÞ 


Let th' Pagan-world your pious verſe defie, 
Yet ſhall they envy when they come to dye, 
Your wiſer ogaers on Eternity.” 


iQ 3d Pre 
LAODAMIA 


POEMS. igi 
[LAODAMIA 


PROTESILAUS.| 


ONE OF, 


OVID $ 


Epiſtles Tranſlated. 


The ARGUMENT, 


Froteſilaus lying Windbound at Avlis, in the Gres 


cian Fleet, deſigen'd for the Trojan War, his 
fa Laodamia ends this following Epi ta 


Ealth to the gentle Man of War, and may 
What Zaodamia ſends, the Gods convey, 
The Wind that ſtill in Fu1:is holds my Dear, 


Why was it not ſo croſs to keep Him here ? 
= L 4 [et 
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Let the Wind raiſe an Hurricane at Sea, | 

Were hg but ſafe and warn #fhore with me. 

Fen thquſand kiſfesT bad moxe to give him, 

Ten thouſand cautions, and ſoft words to leave 
In haſt he left me, ſummon'd by the Wind, (him: 
(The Wing yo þgrbarqs Marineps only kind,) 
The Seaman's pleaſure, is the Lover's pain, 
(Proteſilaus from'thy boſome tane ! | 
Azfrom my faultering tongue half ſpeeches fell,. 
rce cog{d I ſpeak that woundigg word Fares 
merry Gale (at Sea they call it ſo) (wel, 
Fill'd every Saylwith joy, my þrepft withayo, 
Therewent my dear Prote/ilaus 
While I could ſee Thee, full of eager pain, 

My greedy eyes epicuriz'd on Thine, 

When Thee no more, but thy ſpread Sayls1 view, 
I look't, and lopk't; till I had loſt them too ; 

But when nor Thee, nor them I could deſery, | 
Andall was Sea that came within my eye, 

They ſay (for I havequite forgot) they ſay 

I ſtrait grew pale, and fainted quite away ; 


Compaſſionate Iphic/as, and the good old man, 8 | 


My Mother too to my aſſiſtance rap ; 


. In 


In haſt cold water pn.my Face they threw, : - - 
And broyghtoe commy Golf wine muck ado, 
| They meant.ig well, 4omcis ſaenid not o, 
ve | Much kinder hadthey -hean:toletane gog | 
n: | My anguiſh-wich aay Soulzogetier came, : 
And in my heart burſt ewe the farmer flame, 
Since which, my uncombidlocks uakeegded flow, 
Undref}, ferlorg, 1 care apt how gos.. :: 
Iaſpir'd with Wine, thus Bacchus fralique rout - 
e}) | Stagger'd of old, and firaggked allabout. : -: | 
f, | Put on, Putgn, the happy Ladies fan, +> 
Thy Royal Robes fair Lapdareja. - 2: 
Alas! before Troy's Walls my deardoes iye, © 
What pleaſure can] take in Tyreas. dy3 [ 
Shall Curles adorn my head, a0 Helmet thine 2 
Rf Tin bright tiflges, thou an Armour ſhine ? 
" | Rather with ſlydjed negligence Vlebe 
As ill, if not diſguiſed worſe than thee. ' 
© Paris! raisd by ruins! may'f thou- prove: 
Ay tatal in thy War, agin thy Love ! | 
O that the Grec{an Dame had been leſs fair, 
| Or thouleſs lovely hadſt appear'd to Her ! 


% uy 
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O Menelaus ! timely ceaſe to ſtrive, 

With how much bloodwilt thou thy loſs retrieve? ? 

From ye, | ye Gods, avert your heayy doom, 

And bring my'Dear; laden with Laurels home: © 

But my heart fails me;/ when I think of War,” | 

The fad refleion coſts me many « tear : 

I tremble when I hear the very nan 

Of every place where thou ſhaft: Gght | for fame; 

Beſides th' adyerituroiis Ravijner well klew 

The ſafeſt Artshis Villany to purſue; 

| Jn noble dreſs lie did her heart ſurprize, 

With Gold he dazed her unguarded Eyes, 

He back't his Rape with Ships and armed Men, 

Thus ſtorm's, thustook: the beau teous Fortreſs in, 

Apainſt the powet of Love-and force of Arms 

There's no ſecurity in the brighteſt Charms. 
HefforT fear, much do I HefFor fear, 

A Man (they fay) experienc'd i in War, 

My Dear, if thou haſt any love for me, 

Of that ſame Hettor prithee mindful be ; ; 

Fly him be ſure, and every other Foe, 

Leſt each of them ſhould prove an Hiffor £00. 


Remember 


ot 
* 


1n, 


(Deareſſ) no other Combatant but me! ! 


POEMS, ws 
Remember, when for fight thou ſhalt: 'prepare, 
Thy Laodamia charg' dthee, ' Have a care, 

For what wounds thon receiv'M;are giv n to her. 
If by thy valour Troy muſt rain'dbe, 15) 
May not the ruin ledve one Scar on thee; "> 
Sharer in th* honour from the danger free? **: 

Let Menelaus fight, and force his way Clema. 


Through. the falfe Raviſver? s? 'Froops| to ris mn. 


| Great be his Vidory, as his Cauſe i is good. | 


May he ſwim to her in his Enemies Blood, ' 
Thy Caſe is different —may* thot live to'ſee / 
?-= 3C} 

'' Ye generous Trojans, turn your Swords away Y 
From his dear Breaſt, find out a riobter Prey,” © 
Why ſhould you'harmleſs Laodaniia ſlay ? 
My poor good narur'd Man did never know -* 
What tis to fight, or how to face a Foe; "i 
Yetin Love's Field what wonders can he do? pA 
Greati is his Prowefs and his Fortune too; 
Let them go fight, who know not how' to woe?” 

Now I muſt own, I fear'd to tet thee go, © 


ny trembling Lips ha almoſt told rhee ihe? ” 


Po 
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When from thy Father's Houſe thou didft with. 
Thy fatal-ftumble at the door Iſaw, (drew; 


I ſaw ity fightd, andpray'd the ſign mighthe 

Of thy return a happy Prophery { | 
I cannot but acquaint thee with ny fear, j 
Be not 100 brave,---Remember,----Have &:care, 
Andall my dreads will vaniſh into Air. 


Among the Grecians ſome onemult be found 


That firſt ſhall ſet his foot on T-9jan ground ; 
Unþappy the that ſhall his loſs bewail, 
Grant, Q ye Gods, thy courage then may fail. 
' Ofall the Ships be thine the yery laſt, (haſte 
Thou the laſt Maa that lands ; there needs no 
To meet a potent, and a treacherous Foc; 
Thou'lt land I fear too ſoon, tho'ne'reſo flow, 
At tby Return ply every Sail and Oar, 
And nimbly leap on thy deſerted ſhore, 

All the day. long, . and all the lonely night 
' Black thoughts of thee my anxious Soul affright : 
/  Parkneſs, toother Womens pleaſures kind, 

_ Avgments, like Hell, the torments of my mind. 
I court e'en Dreams, on my forſaken Bed, 
Falſe Joys muſt ſerve, ſince all my true are fled. 


What's 


FrY 


POEMS. yy 
What's thatſame-aiery.Phaniom fo like thee! 
W, | What wailingsdoT hear, what-pelencſsſce ? 
| 1 Wake, .andhug myſelf, 'tisbursDream;—- 
| TheGrec:an Altars know I feed their flame, 
$ The wantof hallow'd Wine-my tears ſupply; 
C | Which makethie facred fire burnbrightand tight, 
L When-ſhiallHiclaſp thee it theſe Armsofr mine, 
hy Theſe longing Arms, and liedifolvdin thirie ?: 
When ſhall I have thee by thy ſelfalone; | 
To learn: the wondtous:Attions thou haſt done®- 
Which when inrapturous words:rhou haſt begutt: 
With many; and many a kiſs, pritlipe tell on, 
| Suck/interruptions:;graceful pauſesare, 
A Kiſs in Story'sbut an Halt inWar © 
But, whenT think of Toy, of winds and waves; 
I fear the pleaſant dream my-hopedeceives : 
Contrary-windsin Port:detainthee too, 
In ſpightof-windandtide whywould@ thon go?- 
Thus, tothy Country thou wouldſt hardly.come, 
In ſpight of wind and tide thou went'ſt from home: 
To his.own City: Neptune ſtops the-way, 
Revere the Owen, and the God's obey, 


10 
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Return- ye furious Grecians, homeward fly, -i'/ _ 

| Your ſtay is hotof Change, but Deſtiny : - ++ 1/7} _— 
How can. your Axms expect deſirid-ſutceſs, . - 77 ! Tw 

- That thus contend for an Adultereſst Thong 20T | Kit 
But, let not me foreſpeak.you, nop—=ſet Sail, :i'f As i 
And Heav? abeſ! riend you with proſperous gale y wy p 
Ye Txojans!. with:regret methinks I ſee By C 

y C 

Your firft encounter with your Enemy.; | By t 


I fee fair Helen pyt. on all her Charmsy!! 4 |; -11 4421 7! Wh 
To buckle 0h herlaſty Bridegroottva Arms 5:7 fig 
She; gives him Arms; and kifles ſhereerives, ; bs a 


([ hate the 'tranſportseach to other gives.) : | i Pon 
She leads him forth, and ihe commands him comg-: | F 
Safely victorious, ;and: triamphant home, 41 4 C 
And he (go doubt) will make no nice delay, | 

Bur diligently dowhat e're ſhe ſay ; +) - 14h! 


She takes the potd'rous Helmet from;his head,; 

And courts the weary:Champion'to her Bed. ; .). 
W e Women, tbg:306 credulousialat Li, 1 11 
Think what wegrar, will ſur ely come to 0 paſe. \T 

Yet, while beforethe HR thoy goſt lies 

Th y Pifture is ſome pleaſure to my Eye, 


Now he returns: 1o-fre with whatamorous pred = I 


Of 
T 


That, 
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That, I careſs in words moſt kind and free, 
And lodge it on my Breaſt, as I would Thee; 
There muſt be ſomething in it more than Art, 
'Twere very Thee, could it thy mind impart ; 
I kiſs the pretty 10}, and complain, 
As if (like Thee) 't would anſwer me again. 

By thy return, by thy dear Self, I ſwear, 
By our Loves Vows, which moſt religious are, 
By thy beloved Head, and thoſe gray Hairs 
* {| Which time may on it Snow in future years, 
23 I icome, where ere thy Fate ſhall bid Thee go, 


"« + 
þ cry ——— -— 


Eternal Partner of thy Weal and Woe, 
.S0 thou but live, tho' all the God's ſay No. 
Farewel,----but prethee very careful be 
Of thy beloved Self (I mean ) of me. 
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TO THE 
Excellent Maſter of MUSICK. 
-S EIGNIOR. 
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On His BOOK of 


SONGS 


W 


Ho to advance thy Fame, full weltT ktiow 
How very little my dull Pen can do; © * 
Yet, with all deference, I gladly wait, 
Enthrong'd amongſt th" attendants onthy State : 
Thus when Ar:0n, by his Friends betray*d, 
| Upon his Underſtanding-Do/phrn playd, 
The Scaly People there Reſentments ſhow'd _ 
By pleas'd Levoltoes on the wondring floud. 
Great Artiſt ! Thou deſery'ſt our loudeſt Praiſe 
From th' Garland to the meaneſt branch of Bays; 


For 


PIETRO REGG10, 


uſe 
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For Poets can but; Say, Thou mak'ſt them Srng, 
And th' Embrio-words do'ſt to Perfection bring ; 
By us the Muſe conceives; but when that's done, 
Thy Midwifry makes fit to ſee the Sun ; 

Our naked Lines, dreſt, and adorn'd by Thee, 
Aſſume a Beauty, Pomp, and Bravery ; 

So awful and majeſtick they appear, 

They need not bluſh to reach a Princes ear, 
Princes tho to poor Poets ſeldom kind, 

Their Numbers turn'd to Air, with pleaſure mind, 
Studied and labour'd tho our Poems be 

Alas / they dye ynheeded withour Thee, 


. Whoſe Art can make our breathleſs Labours live, 


Spirit gnd everlaſting Vigour give. 

Whether we write of Heroes and of Kings 

In Mighty Numbers, Mighty Things, 

Orin an humble Ode expreſs our Senſe 

Of th happy ſtate of Eaſe and Innocence, 

A Country Life, where the contented Swain, 
Huggs-bis Dear Peace, and does 2 Crown diſdain : 
Thy dextrous Notes with all our Thoughts com- 
Can creep on Earth,can up to Heaven fly ; (ply, 


M 2 | | In 
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In Heights, and Cadences, ſo ſweet, ſo ſtrong, 

They ſuit a Shepherd's Reed, an Angels Tongue, 
————But who can comprehend 

The Raptures of thy Voice, and __— of thy | ; 

* (Hand? | 


Era 


TEic Juxta jacet 
Johannes King MZ7les, 
Sereniſſimo Carolo Secundo © 
25 In Legibus Angliz Confultus, © © 
. Wluſiriſſimo Jacobo Duci Eboracenfi 
Sollicitator Generalis. 


Qualis, Quantiifoe ſis Leffor 
Profundum obſtupeſce ; 

\ | Labiadigitis comprime, 

N || : © Oculos lachrymzs ſuffunde. . 

| En! ad pedes tuos 

Artis, & aature ſuprema Conamina, 
Fatorum Ludibria ! 
Non its pridem 


Erat Iſte Puluis omnifariam Dottus 
M 3 Mu zarum 


\ 
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Muzarum Gazophylacium, 
| Eloquentiam calluiff, clarawi, puram, innocuam, 
Legibus ſag: Patrie erat Inſtrutiſſim 
Suis chartsg Phinteipibus grans, -E AY bas 

Sus ſeculi | (us, 

Ornamentum illuſtre, Defiderium irreger of le. 

. Hinc diſce Leffor 
Quanti Ila Mortalitatis Gloria IM 
Splendidiſſimis decorat Doribus. © 


d 


Dulcem ſoporem agite —_ 
Dilefti, Eruditi, Beati Cineres ! 


Obilit 7unzz 29. 1697. 
_ Amar, 38. 
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UEATM 
OF MY I 
DEAR BROTHER 
Mr. RICHARD FLATMAN. 


Pindariqu” Ode. 


Stanza TI. 


Nhappy Muſe! employ'd ſo oft 
On melancholy thoughts of Death, 
What haſt Thou left fo tender, and ſo ſoft 
As thy poor Maſter fain would breath 
O're this lamented Herſe ? 


No uſual flight of fancy can become 


My ſorrows o're a Brother's Tomb. 
O that I could beelegant in Tears, 


That with Conceptions, not unworthy Thee, 


Great as Thy Merit, Vigorous as Thy years, 


I might convey Thy Elegy 

To th' Grief, and Envy of Poſterity ! 
A gentler. Youth ne're Crown'd his Parent's cares, | 
Or added ampler Joy to their grey Hairs; 
Kind to his Friends, to His;Relations Dear, K 
Eafie to all. —Alas! what is there Here T 

- - For Man-to ſet his heart upon | 
Since what we dote on moſt, is ſooneſt gone : 


Ai me! I've loſt a ſweet Companion 
AFriend, A Brother All in One ! 


Il. 


How did it chil my Soul to ſee thee lye 

Strugling with pangs in thy laſt Agony : ' i 

When with a manly'courage thou'didſt brave 

Approceing Death, and with a ſteddy mind 
' (Ever averſe to be confin'd) | 
Didſt triumph o're the Grave. eB 
Thou mad'ſt no womaniſh moan, 
But ſcorn'dſt to give one groan :* 

He ti.at begg's pity 1s afraid to Dye, 

Oaly the: Brave deſpiſe their Deſtiny. 

But, when I call to mind how thy kind Eyes 


Were 


res, 
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Were paſſionately fixt on mine, 
How, when Thy faultring Tongue gave 

And I could hear thy pleafing Voice no more;(o're, 
How, when I laid my Cheek to thine, 

Kiſt thy-pale lips, and preſt thy trembling Hand, 

Thou, in return, ſmild'ſt gently in my Face, 
And huggd'ſt me with a cloſe Embrace, 
Tara amaz'd, I am unmann'd ; | 

Something extremely kind I fain would fay, 

But through the tumult of my Breaſt, 
With too officious Love oppreſt, 

I find my feeble words can never force their way. 


II. 


Beloved Youth ! what ſhall I do / 
Once my Delight, my Torment now ! 
How immaturely-art Thou-ſnatch't away / 
But Heaven ſhines on Thee with, many a glorious 
Of an unclouded, and immortal Day, (Ray 
Whilſt I lye grovcling Here Below | 
Ina Dark'Stormy Night. | 
The bluſtring Storm of Life with Thee is o're, 
For thou art landed on That happy Shore, 
4 Where 


Where thou canſt Hope, orFear.no more , 
Thence with compaſſion-thou ſhalt ſee 
- The Plagues, the Wars, the Fires, the-Searcity, 
The Devaſtations of an. Enemy, 
From which Thy early Fate ha's ſet Thee free; 
For when Thou went'ſt to thy Long Home, 
Thou wert exempt from all the Ills to-come, 
And ſhalt hereafter be , 
SpeRator only of the Tragedy 
AQed on frail Mortality : 
So ſome One lucky Mariner. - - | 
© From; ſhipwrack ſav'd by & propitious Star. 
Advanc'd upon a neighb'ring Rock looks:down, 
And ſee's far off his old Companions Drown. 
IV. 


There ina ſtate of perfet Eaſe, 
Of never interrupted Happineſs, 
Thy large illuminated: mind 
Shall ngatter of eternal Wonder find; .._:/; 
There doſt thou clearly ſee, how, and from whence 
The Stars communicate their influence, - 


The methods of th' Almighty Architea, 
_ | . How 


vw >» oO wuwmji © 


Y, 


(54) 


P O'E'M S. 169 
How-he conſulted with himſelt alone 
 - Tolay the wondrous Corner-ſtone, 
When He this goodly Fabrick did ere&; 
There, Thou doſt underſtand 
The Motions of the Secret Hand, 
Fhat guid's th' inviſible Wheele, 
Which Here, we ne're ſhall know, butever feel 3 
There Providence, the vain man's Laughing ſtock, 


| The miſerable Good-man's ſtumbling Block, 


Unfolds the-puzling Riddle to thy Eyes, 
And It's own wiſe contrivance Juſtifie's. © 


What timorous Man would n't be pleas'd toDye, 


To make ſo noble a Diſcovery ? 


And muſt I take my ſolemn leave 
Till xime ſhall be no more! 
Can neither ſighs,nor tears,nor prayers retrieve 
One chearful Hour ! 
Muſt one unlucky moment ſever 
Us;and our Hopes, Us and our Joys forever !-- 
I this cold Clod of Earth that endear'd Thing 
L lately did my Brother call? | 
| Are 
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' Are Theſe the Artful Fingers that might vie 
With all the Sons of Harmony 
And overpowr them all! 
Is This the ſtudious comprehenſive Head 
With curious Arts ſo richly furniſhed ? 
Alas? Thou, and thy Glories all are gone, 
Buried in Darkneſs, and Oblivion. | 
Tis fo——and I muſt follow Thee, 


Yet but alittle while,. and I ſhall ſee Thee, * 


Yet but a little while I ſhall be: with Thee, 
Then ſome kind —_ _ may. drop one 
| FT a dw for me. 
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_ Eued andadjudged in the Courts of Weſtminſi>.. Togg-: 
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A Catalogue of ſome Books Printed for Benj. 
Tooke at the Ship in St. Paul's Church- 


Hard. 


In Folio. 
H<= Halicarnaſſei Hiſtoriarum libri H, in Gr, 


& Lat. acceſſerunt huic editioni Chronologia Hi- 

ſtoriz, & Tabula Geographiz Herodotez, nec- 

non variantes Leciones & note ex pluribus M.SS. Codd. & 

antiquis ſcriptoribus coHectz , una cum Indice Gr. Lat, 

Franciſci Suarez T raCtatus de Legibus ac Deo Legiſla- 
tore. 

Thorndicius de Ratione ac Jure, 

The Holy Court written in French by NV. Cauſſin. 

The Works of the moſt Reverend John Bramball D.D. 
Lord Archbiſhop of Ardmach, Primate and Metropolitan 
of all Heland. | 

The Hiſtory and Vindication of the Loyal Formulary 
or Iriſh Remouſtrance againſt all Calumnies and Cenſures, 
With a true Account of the 1:ſþ Remonſtrance by F.P. 
Walſh. 

A ColleCtion of all the Statutes now in uſe in the King- 
dom of Ireland ; with Notes in the Margent, and a Table, 

Bakers Chronicle of the Kings of os : 

Biſhop Sanderſor*s Sermons. Wea 

Le Beau Pledeur, a Book of Entries containing Decls- 
rations, Informations, and other fele& and approved) 
Pleadings; with ſpecial Verdicts and Demurrers, in molt 
Actions Real, Perſonal, and Mixt which have been ar-- 


-----yome 


A Catalogue: of Buokg:.. 
. .-— Some Conſiderations of Preſent Concernment how 
far Romeaniſts may be truſted by Princes of AU Per- 


ſwaſion;: - 
.,n—\ Reply to Mr. Baxters pretended Confatation 


of a Book entituled, Separation of Churches from Epil; / 


copal Government proved Schiſmatical. To which are 
added Three Letters written to him in'the year-1679. 


concerning the Poſlibility of Diſcipline under a Dioceſan | 


Government. 

Of Gifts and Offices in the Publick worſhip of God. 
By Edward Wetenhal, D.D. 

"The Catechiſm of the Church of England with Mar> 
ginal Notes,for the uſe of Schools. By Ea. Werenbal,D.D. 
Phedri Fabulz in uſum Scholarum Angliz. .. 

Dumoulin's View of the Controverſies between the Re- 
formed Churches and the Church of Rome, ..  :, 

The Country Parſons Advice to his Parithionereta two 
Parts. 1. Containing a plain and ferions Exhortation to a 
Religious Life. 2. General DireQions how to live accord- 
ingly. 
Six Metaphyſical Meditations written in Latin by Kew, 
Des-Cartes: Whereunto are added the ObjeCttions made an 
gainſt them by Tho. Hobbs of Malmesbury: With.;the Au» 
thors Anſwer, all faithfully Tranſlated : With.a. ſhort 
Account of the Authors Life : By Will;am Molyneax. 

- The Life of the Biſhop of Munſter. 


-.DireCtions- for the Latin Tongue : By the; Author of | 


Religio Meadics. [has 
TheFrench Gardiner illuſtrated with Sculptures. 
Langhornii Elenchus Antiquitatum Albionenſium, Bri- 

tennorumScotorum,Danorum Angloſaxonum. Origines 

& Geſta uſque ad annum 449. 

; -—Chronicon Regum Anglorum ab Hengilts Rege 
primo uſq; ad Heptarchiz finem, una cum Regyta Cata- 


logs OC Genealogiciscupro incilty 4 - 
Poems 


A Catalogue of Books. 


; ther with Faithful References to the moſt Authentick 


Law Books now extant : And a more copious hd vſeful 
Table than hath been hitherto printed in any Book of 
Entries. By Sir Hum. Winch Knight, ſometimes one of 
the Juſtices of the Court of Common Pleas. 

Skinneri Etymologicon Linguz Anglicant. 

 Wiſemar?s Chirurgery. 

Holyoaks DiQtonary Eng]. Lat. and Lat. Engliſh. 

M.'T. Ciceronis Opera cum notis J. Gruteri & Penny 
Tullianum; 2. Vol. 


In Quarto, 

Lightfoot in Joannem. 

Dr. Brown®s Travels into Hungaria, Servia, Germany, 
Qc. as alſo Obſervations on the Gold, Silver, Copper, 
and Quickſilver Mines, Baths, and Mineral Waters in 
thoſe Parts. 

The Controverſial Letters. | 

A True Widow, a Comedy, by Tho. Shadwell. 

Wyats Sermon to the Scholars of St. PauPs School. 

gs or the Anatomy of a Porpeſs. By E, Tyſon 
M. D. 
' Mandevils T ravels. | 
Dumouliz?s Vindication of the Proteſtant Religion. . 

Dedyells Separation of Churches from Epiſcopal Go- 
vernment proved Schiſmatical. 

Foxes and Firebrands: Or a Specimen of the may 
and Harmony of Popery and Separation. 


In Oftavo. 
Two Letters of Advice. 1. For the Sufbepaiow 
of Holy Orders. 2, For Studies Theological, With a' 
Catalogue of the Genuine Works of the Writers of the 
firft Three Centuries. 
— —— A Diſcourſe concerning Sarchoniathons Phanician: 
Hiſtory. «----SOme 


EN YL 


A Catalogue of Books. 


Poems : By I. T ate. | 
Johnſons, Narrative of a Sea Deliverance. 


| In Duodecimo. 
----Two Short Diſcourſes againſt the Romaniſts. 
Herberts Country Parſon*s Character and Rule of Holy 
Life. | 
Wenſely on the Church Catechiſm. 
Henſbaw's Aero-Chalinos, or Regiſter of the Air: 
Horatins Minellis. | 
A Letter of Advice to a young Gentleman leaving the 
Univerſity : By R. Lingard, D. D. 


